RED AST OO TE BST 


eae 


a ee eee 


vrs & 


a Oe Se es BL 


Ciel natin 


SLE we, BNE A RE LF Oa OBB A_ 2 _ FF _ ET oP e 


oe ana ae a a 


wa ee 


€ 
= = — . 
or ROG me Pe eS Spee nw swe A eS ROE eS 

5 & 
‘ . 
+ 
‘ 
a 
' 

sy 
, 
. . 
+ 2 
fee ' 
, 
‘ 
a 
. ‘ 


Taree 2 6 8 Fore emt ome 8 wt 


Sa ae 


me mw ane, 


ons etn” 


eta 


~ rere 


dics * 


Bans ol Se lala ioe Tie oe Gon ime mae 


Te ee a 


e+ 


Se LT Te MRS WL ee tS ENE ew A re Set Sha Gb ate Ae ky —— 


WITH FREDERICK THE GREAT 


ae 


MR. HENTY’S HISTORICAL TALES. 


Crown 8vo, Cloth elegant, Olivine edges. Illustrated. 


THE CAT OF BUBASTES: A Story of Ancient Egypt. 5s. 

THE YOUNG CARTHAGINIAN: AStory of the Times of Hannibal. 6s. 
FOR THE TEMPLE: A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem. 6s. 

BERIC THE BRITON: A Story of the Roman Invasion. 6s. 

THE DRAGON AND THE RAVEN: Or, The Days of King Alfred. 5s. 
WULF THE SAXON: A Story of the Norman Conquest. 6s. 

A KNIGHT OF THE WHITE CROSS: The Siege of Rhodes. 6s. 
THE LION OF ST. MARK: A Story of Venicein the 14th Century. 6s. 
AT AGINCOURT: A Tale of the White Hoods of Paris. 6s. 

THE LION OF THE NORTH: A Tale of Gustavus Adolphus. 6s. 
ST. BARTHOLOMEW'S EVE: A Tale of the Huguenot Wars. 6s. 
IN FREEDOM’S CAUSE: A Story of Wallace aud Bruce. 6s. 

ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND: A Tale of Cressy and Poitiers. 6s. 
BY RIGHT OF CONQUEST: Or, With Cortez in Mexico. 6s. 

BY PIKE AND DYKE: A Tale of the Rise of the Dutch Republic. 6s. 
BY ENGLAND’S AID: Or, The Freeing of the Netherlands. 6s. 
UNDER DRAKE'S FLAG: A Tale of the Spanish Main. 6s. 
ORANGE AND GREEN: A Tale of the Boyne and Limerick. 5s. 

A JACOBITE EXILE: In the Service of Charles XII. 5s. 

BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE: A Tale of Fontenoy and Culloden. 6s. 
WHEN LONDON BURNED: A Story of the Great Fire. 6s. 

THE BRAVEST OF THE BRAVE: Or, With Peterborough in Spain. 5s. 
WITH WOLFE IN CANADA: Or, The Winning of a Continent. 6s. 
WITH CLIVE IN INDIA: Or, The Beginnings of an Empire. 6s. 
THROUGH THE SIKH WAR: A Tale of the Punjaub. 6s. 

TRUE TO THE OLD FLAG. The American War of Independence. 6s. 
IN THE REIGN OF TERROR. The French Revolution. 5s. 
HELD FAST FOR ENGLAND: A Tale of the Siege of Gibraltar. 5s. 
WITH COCHRANE THE DAUNTLESS. 6s. 

THROUGH RUSSIAN SNOWS: The Retreat from Moscow. 5s. 
ONE OF THE 28TH: A Story of Waterloo. 5s. 

IN GREEK WATERS: A Story of the Grecian War (1821). 6s. 

ON THE IRRAWADDY: A Story of the First Burmese War. 5s. 
THE TIGER OF MYSORE: The War with Tippoo Saib. 6s. 
THROUGH THE FRAY: A Story of the Luddite Riots. 6s. 

MAORI AND SETTLER: A Story of the New Zealand War. 6s. 
By SHEER PLUCK: A Tale of the Ashanti War. 5s. 

FOR NAME AND FAME: Or, Through Afghan Passes. 5s. 

WITH LEE IN VIRGINIA: A Story of the American Civil War. 6s. 
THE DASH FOR KHARTOUM: A Tale of the Nile Expedition. 6s. 
CONDEMNED AS A NIHILIST: A Story of Escape from Siberia. 5s. 


Lonpoxn: BLACKIE & SON, Lisitep; GLascow anv DUBLIN. 


M393 
‘¢TWwO OF THE NEW-COMERS FIRED HASTILY,—AND BOTH MISSED.” 


WITH FREDERICK THE GREAT 


A STORY OF THE SEVEN YEARS’ WAR 


BY 


G A. HENTY 


Author of “‘ At Agincourt”, ‘‘ By England’s Aid”, ‘In Greek Waters” 
‘* One of the 28th”, &c. 


WITH TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS BY WAL. PAGET 


LONDON 


BLACKIE & SON, Liutep, 50 OLD BAILEY, E.C, 
GLASGOW AND DUBLIN 
1898 


PREFACE. 


Among the great wars of history there are few, if any, in- 
stances of so long and successfully sustained a struggle against 
enormous odds as that of the Seven Years’ War, maintained 
by Prussia—then a small and comparatively insignificant king- 
dom—against Russia, Austria, and France simultaneously, who 
were aided also by the forces of most of the minor principalities 
of Germany. The population of Prussia was not more than 
five millions, while that of the Allies considerably exceeded a 
hundred millions. Prussia could put with the greatest efforts 
but a hundred and fifty thousand men into the field, and as 
these were exhausted she had but small reserves to draw upon, 
while the Alles could, with comparatively little difficulty, put 
five hundred thousand men into the field and replenish them as 
there was occasion. ‘That the struggle was successfully carried 
on for seven years was due chiefly to the military genius of 
the king, to his indomitable perseverance, and to a resolution 
that no disaster could shake, no situation, although apparently 
hopeless, appal. 

Something was due also at the commencement of the war 
to the splendid discipline of the Prussian army at that time, 
but as comparatively few of those who fought at Lobositz 
could have stood in the ranks at Torgau, the quickness of the 
Prussian people to acquire military discipline must have been 
great, and this was aided by the perfect confidence they felt 
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in their king and the enthusiasm with which he inspired them. 
Although it was not, nominally, a war for religion, the conse- 
quences were as great and important as those which arose 
from the Thirty Years’ War. Had Prussia been crushed and 
divided, Protestantism would have disappeared in Germany, 
and the whole course of subsequent events would have been 
changed. 

The war was scarcely less important to Britain than to 
Prussia. Our close connection with Hanover brought us into 
the fray, and the weakening of France by her efforts against 
Prussia enabled us to wrest Canada from her, to crush her 
rising power in India, and to obtain that absolute supremacy 
at sea that we have never since lost. And yet, while every 
school-boy knows of the battles of ancient Greece, not one in 
a hundred has any knowledge whatever of the momentous 
struggle in Germany, or has ever as much as heard the names 
of the memorable battles of Rossbach, Leuthen, Prague, Zorn- 
dorf, Hochkirch, and Torgau. Carlyle’s great work has done 
much to familiarize older readers with the story, but its bulk, 
its fulness of detail, and still more the peculiarity of Carlyle’s 
diction and style, place it altogether out of the category of 
books that can be read and enjoyed by boys. I have there- 
fore endeavoured to give the outlines of the struggle for their 
benefit, but regret that in a story so full of great events I 
have necessarily been obliged to devote a smaller share than 
usual to the doings of my hero. 


G. A. HENTY. 
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CHAPTER I. 


KING AND MARSHAL. 


I was early in 1756 that a Scottish trader from 
| Edinburgh entered the port of Stettin. Among 
the few passengers was a tall young Scotch lad, 
Fergus Drummond by name. Though scarcely 
sixteen, he stood five feet ten in height, and it was evident 
from his broad shoulders and sinewy appearance that his 
strength was in full proportion to his height. His father had 
fallen at Culloden ten years before; the glens had been 
harried by Cumberland’s soldiers, and the estates confiscated. 
His mother had fled with him to the hills, and had lived 
there for some years in the cottage of a faithful clansman 
whose wife had been her nurse. Fortunately they were 
sufficiently well off to be able to maintain their guests in 
comfort, and indeed the presents of game, fish, and other matters 
frequently sent in by other members of the clan had enabled 
her to feel that her maintenance was no great burden on her 
faithful friends. 

For some years she devoted herself to her son’s education, 
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and then through the influence of friends at court she obtained 
the grant of a small portion of her late husband’s estates, and 
was able to live in comfort in a position more suited to her 
former rank. Fergus’ life had been passed almost entirely in 
the open air. Accompanied by one or two companions, sons 
of the clansmen, he would start soon after daybreak and not 
return until sunset, when they would often bring back a deer 
from the forests or a heavy creel of salmon or trout from the 
streams. His mother encouraged him in these excursions and 
also in the practice of arms. She confined her lessons to the 
evening, and even after she settled on her recovered farm 
of Kilgowrie, and obtained the services of a tutor for him, she 
arranged that he should still be permitted to pass the greater 
part of the day according to his own devices. 

She herself was a cousin of the two brothers Keith, the one 
of whom, then Lord Marischal, had proclaimed the Old Pre- 
tender king at Edinburgh, and both of whom had attained 
very high rank abroad, the younger Keith having served with 
great distinction in the Spanish and Russian armies, and had 
then taken service under Frederick the Great, from whom he 
had received the rank of field-marshal, and was the king’s 
greatest counsellor and friend. Huis brother had joined him 
there, and stood equally high in the king’s favour. Although 
both were devoted Jacobites, and had risked all at the first ris- 
ing in favour of the Old Pretender, neither had taken part in 
that of Charles Edward, seeing that it was doomed to failure. 

After Culloden, James Keith, the field-marshal, had written 
to his cousin, Mrs. Drummond, as follows :— 


Dear Cousin,—I have heard with grief from Alexander 
Grahame, who has come over here to escape the troubles, of the 
grievous loss that has befallen you. He tells me that when in 
hiding among the mountains he learned that you had, with your 
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boy, taken refuge with Ian the forester, whom I well remember when 
I was last staying with your good husband, Sir John. He also 
said that your estates had been confiscated, but that he was sure you 
would be well cared for by your clansmen. Grahame told me that 
he stayed with you for a few hours while he was flying from 
Cumberland’s bloodhounds, and that you told him you intended 
to remain there and to devote yourself to the boy’s education until 
better tumes came. 


I doubt not that ere long, when the hot blood that has been 
sterred up by this rising has cooled down somewhat, milder mea- 
sures will be used and some mercy be shown; but it may be long, 
for the Hanoverian has been badly frightened and the Whigs 
throughout the country greatly scared, and this for the second time. 
Iam no lover of the usurper, but I cannot agree with all that has 
been said about the severity of the punishment that has been dealt 
out. I have been fighting all over Europe, and I know of no 
country where a heavy reckoning would not have been made after so 
sertous an imsurrection. Men who take up arms against a king 
know that they are staking thew lives; but after vengeance comes 
pardon and the desire to heal wounds, and I trust that you will get 
some portion of your estate again. 


It 1s early yet to think of what you are going to make of the boy, 
but I am sure you will not want to see him fighting in the Hano- 
veruun uniform. So, if he has a taste for adventure, let him, when 
the tume comes, make his way out to me; or, 1f I should be under 
the sod by that time, let him go to my brother. There will, 
methinks, be no difficulty in finding out where we are, for there are 
so many Scotch abroad that news of us must often come home. 
However, from time to time I will write to you. Do not expect to 
hear too often, for I spend far more time in the saddle than at my 
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table, and my fingers are more accustomed to grasp a sword than a 
pen. However, be sure that wherever I may be, I shall be glad to 
see your son and to do my best for him. See that he is not brought 
up at your apron-string, but 1s well trained in all exercises, for 
we Scots have gained a great name for strength and muscle, and I 
would not that one of my kin should fall short of the mark. 


Maggie Drummond had been much pleased with her kins- 
man’s letter. There were few Scotchmen who stood higher in 
the regard of their countrymen, and the two Keiths had also a 
Kuropean reputation. Her husband and many other fiery spirits 
had expressed surprise and even indignation that the brothers, 
who had taken so prominent a part in the first rising, should 
not have hastened to join Prince Charlie, but the more 
thoughtful men felt it was a bad omen that they did not do so. 
It was certainly not from any want of adventurous spirit or of 
courage, for wherever adventures were to be obtained, wherever 
blows were most plentiful, James Keith and his brother were 
certain to be in the midst of them. But Maggie Drummond 
knew the reason for their holding aloof, for she had, shortly 
before the coming over of Prince Charlie, received a short note 
from the field-marshal : 

They say that Prince Charles Edward is meditating a mad 
scheme of crossing to Scotland and raising his standard there. If 
so, do what you can to prevent your husband from joining him. 
We made but a poor hand of it last time, and the chances of 
success are vastly smaller now. Then it was but a comparatively 
short time since the Stuarts had lost the throne of England, and 
there were great numbers who wished them back. Now the 
Hanoverian is very much more firmly seated on the throne. Lhe 
present man has a considerable army, and the troops have had 
experience of war on the Continent, and have shown themselves rare 
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soldiers. Were not my brother Lord Marischal of Scotland, and my 
name somewhat widely known, I should not hang back from the 
adventure, however desperate, but our example might lead many who 
might otherwise stand aloof to take up arms, which would bring, I 
think, sure destruction upon them. Therefore we shall restrain our 
own inclinations, and shall watch what I feel sure will be a terrible 
tragedy from a distance, striking perhaps somewhat heavier blows 
than usual upon the heads of Turks, Moors, Frenchmen, and others, 
to make up for our not being able to use our swords where our in- 
clinations would lead us. 

The King of France will assuredly give no efficient aid to the 
Stuarts. He has all along used them as puppets, by whose means 
he can when he chooses annoy or coerce England. But I have no 
belief that he will render any useful aid either now or hereafter. 
Use then, cousin, all your influence to keep Drummond at home. 
Knowing him as I do, I have no great hope that a will avail, 
for I know that he is Jacobite to the backbone, and that if the Prince 
lands he will be one of the first to jon him. 


Maggie had not carried out Keith’s injunction. She had 
indeed told her husband, when she received the letter, that 
Keith believed the enterprise to be so hopeless a one that he 
should not join init. But she was as ardent in the cause of the 
Stuarts as was her husband, and said no single word to deter 
him when, an hour after he heard the news of the prince’s 
landing, he mounted and rode off to meet him and to assure him 
that he would bring every man of his following to the spot 
where his adherents were to assemble. From time to time his 
widow had continued to write to Keith, though, owing to his 
being continually engaged on campaigns against the Turks and 
Tartars, he received but two or three of her letters so long as 
he remained in the service of Russia. When, however, he dis- 
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pleased the Empress Elizabeth, and at once left the service and 
entered that of Prussia, her letters again reached him. 

The connection between France and Scotland had always 
been close, and French was a language familiar to most of the 
upper class; and since the civil troubles began such numbers 
of Scottish gentlemen were forced either to shelter in France 
or to take service in the French or other foreign armies, that 
a knowledge of the language became almost a matter of ne- 
cessity. In one of his short letters Keith had told her that of 
all things it was necessary that the lad should speak French 
with perfect fluency, and master as much German as possible. 
And it was to these points that his education had been almost 
entirely directed. As to French there was no difficulty, and 
when she recovered a portion of the estate, Maggie Drummond 
was lucky in hearing of a Hanoverian trooper who, having 
been wounded and left behind in Glasgow, his term of service 
having expired, had on his recovery married the daughter of 
the woman who had nursed him. 

He was earning a somewhat precarious living by giving 
lessons in the use of the rapier and in teaching German, and 
gladly accepted the offer to move out to Kilgowrie, where he 
was established in a cottage close to the house, where his wife 
aided in the housework. He became a companion of Fergus 
in his walks and rambles, and being an honest and pleasant 
fellow the lad took to him, and after a few months their 
conversation, at first somewhat disjointed, became easy and 
animated. He learned, too, much from him as to the use of 
his sword. The Scotch clansmen used their claymores chiefly for 
striking, but under Rudolph’s tuition the lad came to be as apt 
with the point as he had before been with the edge, and fully 
recognized the great advantages of the former. By the time 
he reached the age of sixteen his skill with the weapon was 


fully recognized by the young clansmen, who on occasions of 
(1.393 ) 
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festive gatherings sometimes came up to try their skill with 
the young laird. 

From Rudolph too he came to know a great deal of the 
affairs of Europe, as to which he had hitherto been profoundly 
ignorant. He learned how, by the capture of the province of 
Silesia from the Empress of Austria, the King of Prussia had 
from a minor principality raised his country to a considerable 
power, and was regarded with hostility and jealousy by all his 
neighbours. 

“But it is only a small territory now, Rudolph,” Fergus said. 

“Tis small, Master Fergus, but the position is a very 
strong one. Silesia cannot well be invaded save by an army 
forcing its way through very formidable defiles, while, on 
the other hand, the Prussian forces can suddenly pour out 
into Saxony or Hanover. Prussia has perhaps the best-drilled 
army in Europe, and though its numbers are small in pro- 
portion to those which Austria can put in the field, they are 
a compact force, while the Austrian army is made up of many 
peoples, and could not be gathered with the speed with which 
Frederick could place his force in the field. The king, too, 
is himself above all things a soldier. He has good generals, 
and his troops are devoted to him, though the discipline is 
terribly strict. 

“Tt is a pity that he and the King of England are not good 
friends. They are natural allies, both countries being Pro- 
testant; and, to say the truth, we in Hanover should be well 
pleased to see them make common cause together, and should 
feel much more comfortable with Prussia as our friend than 
as a possible enemy. However, ’tis not likely that at present 
Prussia will turn her hand against us. I hear by letters from 
home that it is said that the Empress of Russia as well as the 
Impress of Austria both hate Frederick, the latter because he 


has stolen Silesia from her, the former because he has openly 
(4 393) B 
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said things about her such as a woman never forgives. Saxony 
and Poland are jealous of him, and France none too well 
disposed. So at present the King of Prussia is like to leave 
his neighbours alone, for he may need to draw his sword at 
any time in self-defence.” 

It was but a few days after this that Maggie Drummond 
received this short letter from her cousin, Marshal James Keith: 


My dear Cousin, 

By your letter received a few days since I learned that Fergus 
as now nearly svxteen years old, and is, you say, as well grown and 
strong as many lads two or three years older. Therefore it 1s as 
well that you should send him off to me at once. There are signs 
in the air that we shall shortly have stirring times, and the sooner 
he is here the better. I would send money for his outfit, but as 
your letter tells me that you have by your economies saved a sum 
ample for this purpose I abstain from doing so. Let him come 
straight to Berlin, and inquire for me at the palace. I have a suite 
of apartments there, and he could not have a better time for entering 
upon military service, nor a better master than the king, who loves his 
Scotchmen, and under whom he is like to find opportunity to dis- 
tinguish himself. 


A week later Fergus started. It needed an heroic effort on 
the part of his mother to let him go from her, but she had 
all along recognized that it was for the best that he should 
leave her. That he should grow up as a petty laird, where his 
ancestors had been the owners of wide estates, and were power- 
ful chiefs with a large following of clansmen and retainers, was 
not to be thought of. Scotland offered few openings, especially 
to those belonging to Jacobite families, and it was therefore 
deemed the natural course for a young man of spirit to seek 
his fortune abroad, and from the days of the Union there was 
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scarcely a foreign army that did not contain a considerable 
contingent of Scottish soldiers and officers. 

They formed nearly a third of the army of Gustavus 
Adolphus, and the service of the Protestant princes of Ger- 
many had always been popular among them. ‘Then her own 
cousin being a marshal in the Prussian army, it seemed to Mrs. 
Drummond almost a matter of course, when the time came, 
that Fergus should go to him, and she had for many years 
devoted herself to preparing the lad for that service. Never- 
theless, now that the time had come, she felt the parting no 
less sorely; but she bore up well, and the sudden notice kept 
her fully occupied with preparations till the hour came for his 
departure. ‘T'wo of the men rode with him as far as Leith, 
and saw him on board ship. Rudolph had volunteered to ac- 
company him as servant, but his mother had said to the lad, 
“It would be better not, Fergus. Of course you will have a 
soldier servant there, and there might be difficulties in having 
a civilian with you.” It was, however, arranged that Rudolph 
should become a member of the household. Being a handy 
fellow, a fair carpenter, and ready to turn his hand to anything, 
there would be no difficulty in making him useful about the 
farm. 

Fergus had learnt from him the price at which he ought to 
be able to buy a useful horse, and his first step after landing 
at Stettin and taking up his quarters at an inn was to inquire 
the address of a horse-dealer. The latter found, somewhat to 
his surprise, that the young Scot was a fair judge of a horse 
and a close hand at driving a bargain, and when he left, the lad 
had the satisfaction of knowing that he was the possessor of a 
serviceable animal, and one which by its looks would do him 
no discredit. Three days later he rode into Berlin. He dis- 
mounted at a quiet inn, changed his travelling dress for the 
new one that he carried in his valise, and then, after inquiring 
for the palace, made his way there. 
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He was struck by the number of soldiers in the streets, and 
with the neatness, and indeed almost stiffness, of their uniform 
and bearing. Each man walked as if on parade, and the eye 
of the strictest martinet could not have detected a speck of 
dust on their equipment, or an ill-adjusted strap or buckle. 

‘“T hope they do not brace and tie up their officers in that 
style,” Fergus said to himself. He himself had always been 
accustomed to a loose and easy attire, suitable for mountain 
work, and the high cravats and stiff collars, powdered heads 
and pigtails, and tight-fitting garments, seemed to him the 
acme of discomfort. It was not long, however, before he 
came upon a group of officers, and saw that the military 
etiquette was no less strict in their case than in that of the 
soldiers, save that their collars were less high, and their stocks 
more easy. Their walk, too, was somewhat less automatic 
and machine-like, but they were certainly in strong contrast 
to the British officers he had seen on the occasions of his one 
or two visits to Perth. On reaching the palace and saying 
that he wished to see Marshal Keith, he was conducted by a 
soldier to his apartment, and on the former taking in the 
youth’s name he was at once admitted. The marshal rose 
from his chair, came forward, and shook him heartily by the 
hand. 

“So you are Fergus Drummond,” he said, “the son of my 
cousin Maggie! Truly she lost no time in sending you off 
after she got my letter. I was afraid she might be long 
before she could bring herself to part from you.” 

‘She had made up her mind to it so long, sir, that she was 
prepared for it; and, indeed, I think that she did her best to 
hurry me off as soon as possible, not only because your letter 
was somewhat urgent, but because it gave her less time to think.” 

“That was right and sensible, lad, as indeed Maggie always 
was from a child. She did not speak too strongly about you, 
for indeed I should have taken you for fully two years older 
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than you are. You have lost no time in growing, lad, and if 
you lose no more in climbing you will not be long before you 
are well. up the tree. Now, sit you down and let me first 
hear all about your mother, and how she fares.” 

“In the first place, sir, she charged me to give you her love 
and affection, and to thank you for your good remembrance of 
her, and for writing to her so often when you must have had 
so many other matters on your mind.” 

‘T was right glad when I heard that they had given her 
back Kilgowrie. It is but a corner of your father’s lands, 
but I remember the old house well, going over there once 
when I was staying with your grandfather to see his mother 
who was then living there. How much land goes with it?” 

“ About a thousand acres, but the greater part is moor and 
mountain. Still, the land suffices for her to live on, seeing 
that she keeps up no show, and lives as quietly as if she had 
never known anything better.” 

‘Aye, she was ever of a contented spirit. J mind her when 
she was a tiny child; if no one would play with her, she would 
sit by the hour talking with her dolls till someone could spare 
time to perch her on his shoulder and take her out.” 

Marshal Keith was a tall man, with a face thoughtful in 
repose, but having a pleasant smile and an eye that lit up 
with quiet humour when he spoke. He enjoyed the king’s 
confidence to the fullest extent, and was regarded by him not 
only as a general in whose sagacity and skill he could entirely 
rely, but as one on whose opinion he could trust upon all poli- 
tical questions. He was his favourite companion when, as 
happened not unfrequently, he donned a disguise and went 
about the town listening to the talk of the citizens and learn- 
ing their opinions upon public affairs. 

“JT have spoken to the king about your coming, lad, and told 
him that you were a kinsman of mine. 
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‘““¢Tndeed, marshal,’ the king said, ‘from what I can see it 
appears to me that all Scotchmen are more or less kin to each 
other.’ 

“¢Tt is so to some extent, your majesty. We Scotchmen 
pride ourselves on genealogy, and know every marriage that 
has taken place for ages past between the members of our 
family and those of others, and claim as kin, even though very 
distant, all those who have any of our blood running in their 
veins; but in this case the kinship is close, the lad’s mother 
being a first cousin of mine. His father was killed at Cul- 
loden, and I promised her, as soon as the news came to me, 
that when he had grown up strong and hearty he should join 
me wherever I might be, and should have a chance of making 
his fortune by his sword.’ 

“Vou say that he speaks both French and German well? 
It is more than I can do,’ the king said with a laugh. ‘German 
born and German king as I am, I get on but badly when I try 
my native tongue, for from a child I have spoken nothing but 
French. Still, it is well that he should know the language. 
In my case it matters but little, seeing that all my court and 
all my generals speak French. But one who has to give 
orders to soldiers should be understood by them. Well, what 
do you want me to do for the lad? 

“<1 propose to make him one of my own aides-de-camp,’ I 
replied, ‘and therefore I care not so much to what regiment 
he is appointed, though I own that I would far rather see 
him in the uniform of the guards than any other.’ 

“<«Vou are modest, marshal; but I observe that it is a 
common fault among your countrymen. Well, which shall it 
be—infantry or cavalry ?” 

“<*Cavalry, since you are good enough to give me the choice, 
sire. The uniform looks better for an aide-de-camp than that 
of the infantry.’ 
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“<«Very well, then, you may consider him gazetted as a 
cornet in my third regiment of Guards. You have no more 
kinsmen coming at present, Keith? 

“«No, sire; not at present.’ 

‘“<Tf many more come I shall form them into a separate 
regiment.’ 

“<«Vour majesty might do worse,’ I said. 

“The king nodded. ‘I wish I had half a dozen Scotch 
regiments ; aye, a score or two. They were the cream of the 
army of Gustavus Adolphus, and if matters turn out as I fear 
they will, it would be a welcome reinforcement.’ 

‘“T will give you a note presently,” continued the marshal, 
“to aman who makes my uniforms, so that 1 may present you 
to the king as soon as you are enrolled. You must remember 
that your favour or otherwise with him will depend very largely 
upon the fit of your uniform, and the manner in which you 
carry yourself. There is nothing so unpardonable in his eyes 
as a slovenly and ill-fitting dress. Everything must be correct 
to a nicety under all circumstances. Even during hot cam- 
paigns you must turn out in the morning as if you came from 
a band-box. I will get Colonel Grunow, who commands your 
regiment, to tell off an old trooper, one who is thoroughly up 
to his work, as your servant. I doubt not that he may be 
even able to find you a Scotchman, for there are many in the 
ranks—gentlemen who came over after Culloden, and hun- 
dreds of brave fellows who escaped Cumberland’s harryings, 
by taking ship and coming over here, where, as they supposed, 
they would fight under a Protestant king.” 

‘‘But the king is a Protestant, is he not, sir?” 

‘He is nominally a Protestant, Fergus. Absolutely, his 
majesty has so many things to see about that he does not 
trouble himself greatly about religion. I should say that he 
was a disciple of Voltaire until Voltaire came here, when upon 
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acquaintance he saw through the vanity of the little French- 
man, and has been much less enthusiastic about him since. 
By the way, how did you come here?” 

“We heard of a ship sailing for Stettin, and that hurried my 
departure by some days. I made a good voyage there, and on 
landing bought a horse and rode here.” 

“Well, I am afraid your horse won’t do to carry one of my 
aides-de-camp, so you had best dispose of it for what it will 
fetch. J will mount you myself. His majesty was pleased to 
give me two horses the other day, and my stable is therefore 
over full. Now, Fergus, we will drink a goblet of wine to 
your new appointment and success to your career.” 

“From what you said in your letter to my mother, sir, you 
think it likely that we shall see service before long?” 

“Aye, lad, and desperate service, too. We have—but mind, 
this must go no further—sure news that Russia, Austria, 
France, and Saxony have formed a secret league against 
Prussia, and that they intend to crush us first, and then 
partition the kingdom among themselves. The Empress of 
Austria has shamelessly denied that any such treaty exists, 
but to-morrow morning a messenger will start with a demand 
from the king that the treaty shall be publicly acknowledged 
and then broken off, or that he will at once proclaim war. If we 
say nine days for the journey there, nine days to return, and 
three days waiting for the answer, you see that in three weeks 
from the present we may be on the move, for our only chance 
depends upon striking a heavy blow before they are ready. 
We have not wasted our time; the king has already made an 
alhance with England.” 

‘But England has no troops, or scarcely any,” Fergus said. 

“No, lad, but she has what is of quite as much importance 
in war—namely, money, and she can grant us a large subsidy. 
The king’s interest in the matter is almost as great as ours. 
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He is a Hanoverian more than an Englishman, and you may 
be sure that if Prussia were to be crushed, the allies would 
make but a single bite of Hanover. You see this will be a 
war of life and death to us, and the fighting will be hard and 
long.” 

“But what grievance has France against the king?” 

“His majesty is open spoken and no respecter of persons, 
and a woman may forgive an injury but never a scornful gibe. 
It is this that has brought both France and Russia on him. 
Madame Pompadour, who is all-powerful, hates Frederick for 
having made disrespectful remarks concerning her; the Empress 
of Russia detests him for the same reason; she of Austria has 
a better cause, for she has never forgiven the loss of Silesia; 
and it is the enmity of these women as much as the desire to 
partition Prussia that 1s about to plunge Europe into a war to 
the full as terrible as that of the thirty years.” 

Keith now rung a bell, and a soldier entered. ‘Tell Lieu- 
tenant Lindsay that I wish to speak to him.” A minute later 
an officer entered the room and saluted stiffly. ‘ Lindsay, this 
is @ young cousin of mine, Fergus Drummond. The king has 
appointed him to a cornetcy in the 3rd Royal Dragoon Guards, 
but he is going to be one of my aides-de-camp. Now that 
things are beginning to move, you and Gordon will need help. 
Take him first to Tautz. I have written a note to the man 
telling him that he must hurry everything on. There is still 
a spare room on your corridor, is there not? Get your man to 
see his things bestowed there. I shall get his appointment 
this evening, I expect, but it will be a day or two before he 
will be able to get a soldier from his regiment. He has a horse 
to sell, and various other matters to see to. At any rate, look 
after him till to-morrow. ’Tis my hour to go to the king.” 

Lindsay was a young man of two or three and twenty; he 
had a merry joyous face, a fine figure, and a good carriage; 
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but until he and Fergus were beyond the limits of the palace, 
he walked by the lad’s side with scarce a word; when once 
past the entrance, however, he gave a sigh of relief. 

“Now, Drummond,” he said, ‘‘ we will shake hands and begin 
to make each other’s acquaintance. First, I am Nigel Lindsay, 
very much at your service. On duty I am another person alto- 
gether, scarcely recognizable even by myseli—a sort of wooden 
machine, ready, when a button is touched, to bring my heels 
smartly together and my hand to the salute. There is something 
in the air that stiffens one’s backbone and freezes one from the 
tip of one’s toes to the end of one’s pigtail. When one is with 
the marshal alone, one thaws, for there is no better fellow 
living, and he chats to us as if we were on a mountain-side in 
Scotland instead of in Frederick’s palace. But one is always 
being interrupted; either a general, or a colonel, or possibly 
the king himself, comes in. 

‘For the time one becomes a military statue, and even when 
they go it is difficult to take up the talk as it was left. Oh, itis 
wearisome work, and heartily glad I shall be when the trumpets 
blow and we march out of Berlin. However, we are beginning 
to be pretty busy. I have been on horseback twelve hours a 
day on an average for the past week. Gordon started yester- 
day for Magdeburg, and Macgregor has been two days absent, 
but I don’t know where; everyone is busy—from the king him- 
self—who is always busy about something—to the youngest 
drummer. Nobody outside a small circle knows what it is all 
about. Apparently we are in a state of profound peace with- 
out a cloud in the sky, and yet the military preparations are 
going on actively everywhere. 

‘“Convoys of provisions are being sent to the frontier for- 
tresses, troops are in movement from the Northern Provinces. 
Drilling is going on—I was going to say night and day, for it 
is pretty nearly that—and no one can make out what it 1s all 
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about. There is one thing, no one asks questions—his majesty 
thinks for his subjects; and as he certainly is the cleverest man 
in his dominions, everyone is well content that it should be so. 
And now about yourself. J am running on and talking non- 
sense when [ have all sorts of questions to ask you. But that is 
always the way with me. I am like a bottle of champagne, 
corked down while I am in the palace, and directly I get away 
the cork flies out by itself, and for a minute or two it is all 
froth and emptiness. Now, when did you arrive, how did 
you arrive, what is the last news from Scotland, which of the 
branches of the Drummonds do you belong to, and how near 
of kin are you to the marshal? Oh, by the way, I ought to 
know the last without asking; as you are a Drummond and a 
relation of Keith, you can be no other than the son of the 
Drummond of Tarbet who married Margaret Ogilvie, who was 
a first cousin of Keith’s.” 

“That is right,” Fergus said. ‘‘ My father fell at Culloden, 
you know. As to all your other questions they are answered 
easily enough. I know very little of the news in Scotland, 
for my mother lived a very secluded life at Kilgowrie, and 
httle news came to us from without. I came from Leith to 
Stettin, and there I bought a horse and rode on here.” 

His companion laughed. “And how about yourself? I 
suppose you know nothing of this beastly language ?” 

“Yes; I can speak it pretty fluently, and of course know 
French.” 

“T congratulate you, though how you learnt it up in the 
hills I know not. I did not know a word of it when I came out 
two years ago, and it is always on my mind; for, of course, [ 
have a master who, when I am not otherwise engaged, comes 
to me for an hour a day, and well-nigh maddens me with his 
crack-jaw words; but I don’t seem to make much progress. If 
I am sent with an order, and the officer to whom I take it 
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does not understand French, Iam floored. Of course I hand 
the order, if it is a written one, to him; if it is not, but just some 
verbal message asking him to call on the marshal at such and 
such a time, I generally make a horrible mess of it. He gets 
in a rage with me because he cannot understand me, I get in 
a rage with him for his dulness, and were it not that he gener- 
ally manages to find some other officer who does understand 
French, the chances are very strongly against Keith’s message 
being attended to. First of all, I will take you to our quarters. 
That is the house.” 

“Why, I thought you lodged in the palace ?” 

‘Heaven forbid! Macgregor has a room in the chief’s suite 
of apartments. He is senior aide-de-camp, and if there is any 
message to be sent late he takes it, but that is not often the 
case. Gordon lodges here with me. The house is a sort of 
branch establishment to the palace. Malcolm Menzies and 
Horace Farquhar, two junior aides of the king, are in the same 
corridor with us. Of course we make up a party by ourselves. 
Then there are ten or twelve German officers—some of them 
aides-de-camp of the Princes Maurice and Henry, the Prince 
of Bevern and General Schwerin— besides a score or so of palace 
officials. 

‘Fortunately the Scotch corridor, as we call it, has a separate 
entrance, so we can go in or out without disturbing anyone. 
It is a good thing, for in fact we and the Prussians do not 
get on very well together. They have a sort of jealousy of us, 
which is, I suppose, natural enough. Foreigners are never 
favourites, and George’s Hanoverian officers are not greatly 
loved in London. I expect a campaign will do good that way. 
They will see at any rate that we don’t take our pay for 
nothing, and are ready to do a full share and more of fighting, 
while we shall find that these stiff pipe-clayed figures are brave 
fellows and good comrades when they get a little of the starch 
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washed out of them. Now, this is my room, and I see my man 
has got dinner ready.” 


CHAPTER IL 


JOINING. 


N answer to the shout of “ Donald”, a tall man in the panta- 

loons of a Prussian regiment, but with his tunic laid aside, 

came out from a small room that served as a kitchen and 
dormitory for himself. 

‘“T am just ready, sir,” he said; ‘‘ hearing you talking as you 
came along, and not knowing who you might have with you, I 
just ran in to put on my coat; but as you passed and [ heard 
it was Scottish you were speaking, I knew that it didna matter.” 

‘Put another plate and goblet on the table, Donald. I hope 
that you have meat enough for two of us.” 

‘Plenty for four,” the soldier said. ‘‘The market was full 
this morning, and the folk so ta’en up wi this talk of war, and 
so puzzled because no one could mak’ out what it was about, 
that they did more gossiping than marketing. So when the 
time came for the market to close, I got half a young pig at 
less than I should hae paid for a joint, as the woman did not 
want to carry it home again.” 

“That is lucky. As you are from Perth, Donald, it is pos- 
sible you may know this gentleman. He is Mr. Fergus Drum- 
mond of Tarbet.” 

“TY kenned his father weel, ay, and was close beside him at 
Culloden, for when our company was broken I joined one that 
was making a stand close by, and it was Drummond who was 
leading it. Stoutly did we fight, and to the end stood back to 
back, hewing with our claymores at their muskets. At last J 
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fell wounded, I couldna say where at the time. When I 
came to myself, and finding that all was quiet, sat up and felt 
myself over, I found that it was a musket bullet that had 
ploughed along the top of my head, and would ha’ killed me 
had it not been that my skull was, as my father had often 
said when I was a boy, thicker than ordinary. There were 
dead men lying all about me; but it was a dark night, and as 
there was no time to be lost if I was to save my skin, I 
crawled away to some distance from the field and then took 
to my heels, and did not stop till next morning, when I was 
far away among the hills.” 

While he was talking, Donald had been occupied in adding 
a second plate and knife and fork and glass, and the two officers 
sat down to their meal. Fergus asked the soldier other ques- 
tions as to the fight in which his father had lost his life; for 
beyond that he had fought to the last with his face to the foe, 
the lad had never learnt any particulars, for of the clansmen 
who had accompanied his father not one had ever returned. 

‘Mr. Drummond will take the empty room next to mine, 
Donald. I am going down now with him to the inn where he 
has left his horse. As he has a few things there, you had best 
come with us and bring them here.” 

The landlord of the inn, on hearing that Fergus wished to 
sell his horse, said that there were two travellers in the house 
who had asked him about horses, as both had sold to officers 
fine animals they had brought in from the country, there 
being at present a great demand for horses of that class. One 
of these persons came in as they were speaking, and after a 
little bargaining Fergus sold the horse to him at a small advance 
on the price he had given for it at Stettin. The landlord him- 
self bought the saddle and bridle for a few marks, saying that 
he could at any time find a customer for such matters. Donald 
took the valises and cloak and carried them back to the palace. 
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“That matter is all comfortably settled,” Lindsay said. 
“Now we are free men, but my liberty won't last long. I 
shall have to go on duty again in half an hour. But, at any 
rate, there is time to go first with you to the tailor’s and put 
your uniform in hand.” 

‘“T wish to be measured for the uniform of the 3rd Royal 
Dragoon Guards,” Fergus said as he entered the shop and the 
proprietor came up to him. 

“Yes, Herr Tautz; and his excellency Marshal Keith,” 
Lindsay put in, ‘“‘ wishes you to know that the dress suit must 
be made instantly, or quicker if possible, for his majesty may 
at any moment order Mr. Drummond toattend upon him. Mr. 
Drummond is appointed one of the marshal’s aides-de-camp, 
and as therefore he will often come under the king’s eye you 
may well believe that the fit must be of the best, or you are 
likely to hear of it as well as Mr. Drummond.” 

“T will put it in hand at once, lieutenant. It shall be cut 
out without delay, and in three hours if Mr. Drummond will 
call here it shall be tacked together in readiness for the first 
trying-on. By eight o’clock to-morrow morning it shall be 
ready to be properly fitted, and unless my men have bungled, 
which they very seldom do, it shall be delivered by mid- 
day.” 

“Mr. Drummond lodges in the next room to myself,” the 
lieutenant said; ‘‘and my servant is looking after him till he 
gets one of his own, so you can leave it with him.” 

While the conversation was going on two of the assistants 
were measuring Fergus. ‘“ Will you have the uniform com- 
plete, with belts, helmet, and all equipments ?” 

“Everything except the sword,” Fergus said. ‘“ At least I 
suppose, Lindsay, we can carry our own swords.” 

‘Yes, the king has made that concession, which 1s a wonder- 
ful one for him, that Scottish officers in his service may carry 
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their own swords. You see ours are longer and straighter than 
the German ones, and most of us have learnt our exercises 
with them, and certainly we would not fight so well with 
others; besides, the iron basket protects one’s hand and wrist 
vastly better than the foreign guard. The concession was first 
made only to generals, field-officers and aides-de-camp, but Keith 
persuaded the king at last to grant it to all Scottish officers, 
pointing out that they were able to do much better service 
with their own claymores than with weapons to which they 
were altogether unaccustomed, and that Scottish men were 
accustomed to fight with the edge and to strike downright 
sweeping blows, whereas the swords here are fitted only for 
the point, which, although doubtless superior in a duel, is far 
less effective in a general mélée.” 

“T should certainly be sorry to give up my own sword,” 
Fergus said; ‘it was one of my father’s, and since the days 
when I was big enough to begin to use it, I have always 
exercised myself with it, though I, too, have learned to use the 
point a great deal, as I had a German instructor as well as 
several Scottish ones.” 

“Except in a duel,” Lindsay said, “I should doubt if skill 
goes for very much. I have never tried it myself, for I have 
never had the luck to be in battle; but I fancy that in a cavalry 
charge strength goes for more than skill, and the man who can 
strike quickly and heavily will do more execution than one 
trained to all sorts of nice points and feints. I grant that these 
are useful when two men are watching each other; but in the 
heat of a battle, when every one is cutting and thrusting for 
his life, I cannot think that there is any time for fooling about 
with your weapon.” 

They had by this time left the shop, and were strolling down 
the streets. 

“Ts there much duelling here?” 
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“Tt is strictly forbidden,” Lindsay said with a laugh; “but 
I need hardly say that there is a good deal of it. Of course, 
pains are taken that these affairs do not come to his majesty’s 
ears. Fever, ora fall froma horse, account satisfactorily enough 
for the absence of an officer from parade, and even his total 
disappearance from the scene can be similarly explained. 
Should the affair come to the king’s ears, ’tis best to keep out 
of his way until it has blown over. Of course, with us it does 
not matter quite so much as with Prussian officers. Frederick’s 
is not the only service open to us. Good swords are welcome 
either at the Russian or Austrian courts, to say nothing of those 
of half a dozen minor principalities. 

‘At all of these we are sure to find countrymen and friends, 
and if England really enters upon the struggle—and it seems to 
me that if there is a general row she can scarcely stand alooi— 
men who have learned their drill and seen some service might 
be welcomed, even if their fathers wielded their arms on the 
losing side ten years ago. Of course, to a Prussian officer it 
would be practical ruin to be dismissed from the army. This 
is so thoroughly well understood that in cases of duels there is 
a sort of general conspiracy on the part of all the officers and 
surgeons of a regiment to hush the matterup. Still, if an officer 
is insulted, or thinks that he is insulted, which is about the 
same thing, he fights, and takes the consequences. I am not 
altogether sorry that I am an aide-de-camp, and I think that you 
can congratulate yourself on the same fact, for we are not thrown, 
as 18 a regimental officer, into the company of Prussians, and 
there is therefore far less risk of getting into a quarrel. 

‘““T have no doubt the marshal himself will give you a few 
lessons shortly. He is considered to be one of the finest 
swordsmen in Europe, and in many respects he is as young as 
I am, and as fond of adventure... He gave mea few when I first 


came to him, but he said that 1t was time thrown away, for 
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that I must put myself in the hands of some good maitre @armes 
before he could teach me anything that would be useful. I 
have been working hard with one since, and know a good deal 
more about it than I did, but my teacher says that I am too 
hot and impetuous to make a good swordsman, and that though 
I should do well enough ina mélée, I shall never be able to 
stand up against a cool man in a duel. Of course the marshal 
had no idea of teaching me arms, but merely, as he said, of 
showing me a few passes that might be useful to me on occasion. 
In reality he loves to keep up his sword-play, and once or 
twice a week Van Bruff, who is the best master in Berlin, 
comes in for half an hour’s practice with him before breakfast.” 

After Lindsay had left him at the entrance to the palace, 
Fergus wandered about the town for some hours, and then 
went to the tailor’s and had his uniform tried on. Merely run 
together though it was, the coat fitted admirably. 

“You are an easy figure to fit, Herr Drummond,” the tailor 
said. ‘There is no credit in putting together a coat for you. 
Your breeches are a little too tight—you have a much more 
powerful leg than is common—but that, however, is easily 
altered. Here are a dozen pairs of high boots. I noticed the 
size of your foot, and have no doubt that you will find some 
of these to fit you.” 

This was indeed the case, and among a similar collection of 
helmets Fergus also had no difficulty in suiting himself. 

“T think that you will find everything ready for you by half- 
past eight,” the tailor said, “and I trust that no further altera- 
tion will be required. Six of my best journeymen will work 
all night at the clothes, and even should his majesty send for 
you by ten, I trust that you will be able to make a proper 
appearance before him, though at present I cannot guarantee 
that some trifling alteration will not be found necessary when 
you try the uniforms on.” 
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Fergus supped with the marshal, who had now time to ask 
him many more questions about his home life, and the state of 
things in Scotland. 

‘Tis a sore pity,” he said, “that we Scotchmen and Inrish- 
men, who are to be found in such numbers in every European 
army, are not all arrayed under the flag of our country. 
Methinks that the time is not far distant when it will be so. 
I am, as you know, a Jacobite; but there is no shutting one’s 
eyes to the fact that the cause isa lost one. The expedition of 
James the Third, and still more that of Charles Edward, have 
caused such wide-spread misery among the Stuarts’ friends 
that I cannot conceive that any further attempt of the same 
kind will be made—in fact, there is no one to make it. The 
prince has lost almost all his friends by his drunken habits 
and his quarrelsome and overbearing disposition. He has 
gone from court to court as a suppliant, but has everywhere 
alienated the sympathies of those most willing to befriend 
him, 

“J may say that as a King of England and Scotland he is 
now impossible, and his own habits have done more to ruin his 
cause than even the defeat of Culloden. There are doubtless 
many in both countries who consider themselves Jacobites, but 
it is a matter of sentiment and not of passion. At any rate 
there is no head to the cause now, and cannot possibly be 
unless the prince had a son; therefore, for at least five-and- 
twenty years, the cause is dead. Even if the prince leaves 
an heir, it would be absurd to entertain the idea that after 
the Stuarts have been expelled from England a hundred years, 
any Scotchman or Englishman would be mad enough to risk 
life and property to restore them to the throne. 

“Another generation and the Hanoverians will have become 
Englishmen, and the sentiment against them as foreigners will 
have died out. Then there will be no reason why Scotchmen 
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and Irishmen should any longer go abroad, and all who wish 
it will be able to find employment in the army of their own 
country. This, indeed, might have happened long before this 
had the Georges forgotten that they were Electors of Hanover 
as well as Kings of Great Britain, and had surrounded them- 
selves with Englishmen, instead of filling their courts with 
Germans, whose arrogance and greed made them hateful to 
Knglishmen, and kept before their eyes the fact that their 
kings were foreigners. Hanover is a source of weakness in- 
stead of strength to Great Britain, and its loss would be an 
unmixed benefit to her, for as long as it remains under the 
British crown, so long must Britain play a part in European 
politics—a part, too, sometimes absolutely opposed to the 
interests of the country at large.” 

After supper was over two general officers dropped in for a 
chat with the marshal. He introduced Fergus to them, and 
the latter then retired and joined the little party of Scottish 
officers at Lindsay’s quarters. Lindsay introduced him to 
them, and he was very heartily received; and it was not until 
very late that they turned into bed. At half-past eight 
next morning Fergus went to the tailor’s, and found that he 
had kept his promise to the letter. The uniforms fitted 
admirably, and were complete in every particular. As Marshal 
Keith had the evening before informed him that he had re- 
ceived his appointment to the 3rd Royal Dragoon Guards, he 
had no hesitation in putting on a uniform when, a quarter of 
an hour later, it arrived at his quarters. 

Donald went out and fetched a hair-dresser, who combed, 
powdered, and tied up his hair in proper military fashion. 
When he left, Donald took him in hand, attired him in his 
uniform, showed him the exact angle at which his belt should 
be worn, and the military salute that should be given. It 
was fortunate that he was in readiness, for at half-past ten 
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Lindsay came in with a message from the marshal that he was 
at once to repair to the palace, with or without a uniform, as 
the king had sent to say that he should visit Keith at eleven, 
and that he could then present his cousin to him. It could 
not be said that Fergus felt comfortable as he started from his 
quarters. Accustomed toa loose dress and light shoes, he felt 
stiff and awkward in his tight garments closely buttoned up 
and his heavy jack-boots, and he found himself constrained to 
walk with the same stiffness and precision that had amused 
him in the Prussian officers on the previous day. 

‘So you have got your uniform,” the marshal said, as Fergus 
entered and saluted, as Donald had instructed him. ‘It be- 
comes you well, lad, and the king will be pleased at seeing 
you in it. He could not have blamed you had it not been 
ready, for the time has been short indeed; but he will like to 
see you in it, and will consider that it shows alacrity and zeal.” 

Presently the door opened, and as the marshal rose and 
saluted, Fergus knew that it was the king. He had never had 
the king described to him, and had depicted to himself a stiff 
and somewhat austere figure, but the new-comer was some- 
what below middle height, with a kindly face, and the air 
rather of a sober citizen than of a military martinet. The re- 
markable feature of his face were his eyes, which were very 
large and blue, with a quick piercing glance that seemed to read 
the mind of anyone to whom he addressed himself. So strik- 
ing were they that the king, when he went about the town 
in disguise, was always obliged to keep his eyes somewhat 
downcast, as, however well made up, they would have betrayed 
him at once had he looked fixedly at anyone who had once 
caught sight of his face. 

‘‘Good-morning, marshal!” he said, in a friendly tone. ‘So 
this is my last recruit—a goodly young fellow, truly.” 

He walked round Fergus as if he were examining a lay 
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figure, closely scrutinizing every article of his appointment, 
and then gave a nod of approbation. 

“Always keep yourself like that, young sir; an officer is 
unfit to take charge of men unless he can set an example of 
exactness in dress. If a man is precise in little things he will 
be careful in other matters. Although he is going to be your 
aide-de-camp, Keith, he had better go to his regimental barracks 
and drill for a few hours a day if you can spare him.” 

‘He shall certainly do so, sire. I spoke to his colonel yester- 
day evening, and told him that I would myself take the lad 
down to him this morning and present him to his comrades of 
the regiment. It would be well if he could have six months’ 
drilling, for an aide-de-camp should be well acquainted with 
the meaning of the orders he carries, as he is in that case far 
less likely to make mistakes than he would otherwise be. 
Your majesty has nothing more to say to him?” 

“Nothing. I hope he is not quarrelsome. But there, it is 
of no use my hoping that, Keith, for your Scotchman is a 
quarrelsome creature by nature, at least so it seems to me. 
Of the duels that, in spite of my orders, take place—I know 
you all try to hide them from me, Keith—I hear of a good 
many between these hot-headed countrymen of yours and my 
Prussian officers.” 

‘With deference to your majesty, I don’t think that that 
proves much. It would be as fair to say that these duels show 
how aggressive are your Prussian officers towards my quiet 
and patient countrymen. Now you can retire, cornet.” 

Fergus gave the military salute and retired to the ante-room. 

“Have you passed muster?” Lindsay asked with a laugh. 

“Yes; at least the king found nothing wrong. He was not 
at all what I thought he would be.” 

“No; I was astonished myself the first time I saw him. He 
is a capital fellow, in spite of his severity in matters of mili- 
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tary etiquette and discipline. He is very kind-hearted, does 
not stand at all upon his dignity, bears no malice, and very 
soon remits punishment he has given in the heat of the moment. 
I think that he regards us Scots as being a people for whom 
allowances must be made, on the ground of our inborn savagery 
and ignorance of civilized customs. He does not mind plain- 
speaking on our part, and if in the humour will talk with us 
much more familiarly than he would do to a Prussian officer.” 

In a few minutes the bell in the next room sounded. Lind- 
say went in. 

‘Are the horses at the door? 

“Yes, marshal.” 

“Then we will mount at once. I told the colonel of the 
3rd that I should be at the barracks by twelve o'clock, unless 
the king wanted me on his business.” 

Fergus had already put on his helmet, and he and Lindsay 
followed Keith downstairs. In the courtyard were the horses, 
which were held by orderlies. 

“That is yours, Fergus,” Keith said. ‘It has plenty of 
bone and blood, and should carry you well for any distance.” 

Fergus warmly thanked the marshal for the gift. It was a 
very fine horse, and capable of carrying double his weight. 
It was fully caparisoned with military bridle and saddle and 
horse-cloth. They mounted at once. The orderlies ran to 
their horses, which were held by a mounted trooper, and the 
four fell in behind the officers. Lindsay and Fergus rode half 
a length behind the marshal, but the latter had some difficulty 
in keeping his horse in that position. 

The marshal smiled. “It does not understand playing 
second fiddle, Fergus; you see it has been accustomed to head 
the procession.” 

As they rode along through the street all officers and 
soldiers stood as stiff as statues at the salute, the marshal 
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returning it as punctiliously, though not as stiffly. Ina quarter 
of an hour they arrived at the gate of a large barracks. The 
guard turned out as soon as the marshal was seen approaching, 
and a trumpet-call was heard in the courtyard as they entered 
the gate. Fergus was struck with the spectacle, the like of 
which he had never seen before. The whole regiment was 
drawn up in parade order. ‘The colonel was some distance in 
the front, the officers ranged at intervals behind him. Sud- 
denly the colonel raised his sword above his head, a flash of 
steel ran along the line, eight trumpters sounded the first note 
of a military air, and the regiment stood at the salute, men 
and horses immovable, as if carved in stone. A minute later 
the music stopped, the colonel raised his sword again, there 
was another flash of steel, and the salute was over. Then the 
colonel rode forward to meet the marshal. 

“Nothing could have been better, my dear colonel,” the 
latter said. ‘As I told you yesterday, my inspection of your 
regiment is but a mere form, for I know well that nothing 
could be more perfect than its order, but I must report to the 
king that I have inspected all the regiments now in Berlin and 
Potsdam and others that will form my command, should any 
untoward event disturb the peace of the country. But before 
I begin permit me to present to you this young officer, who 
was yesterday appointed to your regiment. I have already 
spoken to you of him. This is Cornet Fergus Drummond, a 
cousin of my own, and whom I recommend strongly to you. 
As I informed you, he will for the present act as one of my 
aides-de-camp.” 

“You have lost no time in getting your uniform, Mr. 
Drummond,” the colonel said. ‘I am sure that you will be 
most cordially received by all my officers, as by myself, as a 
relation of the marshal, whom we all respect and love.” 

‘“T will now proceed to the inspection,” the marshal said, 
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and he proceeded towards the end of the line. The colonel 
rode beside him, but a little behind, the two aides-de-camp 
followed, and the four troopers brought up the rear. They 
proceeded along the front rank, the officers having before this 
taken up their position in the line. The marshal looked closely 
at each man as he passed, horse as well as man being inspected. 

“T do not think, colonel, that the king himself could have 
discovered the slightest fault or blemish; the regiment is 
simply perfect. I hope that during the next few days you will 
have every shoe inspected by the farrier, and every one show- 
ing the least signs of wear taken off and replaced, and that you 
will also direct the captains of troops to see that the men’s kits 
are in perfect order.” 

“That shall be done, sir, though I own that I cannot see 
against whom we are likely to march, for though the air is 
full of rumours, all our neighbours seem to think of nothing 
so little as war.” 

“Tt may be,” Keith said with a smile, “that it is merely 
his majesty’s intention to see in how short a time we can place 
an army, complete in every particular and ready for a cam- 
paign, in the field. Huis majesty is fond of trying military 
experiments.” 

“T hope, marshal, that you will do us the honour of drink- 
ing a goblet of champagne with us. Some of my officers have 
not yet been presented to you, and I shall be glad to take the 
opportunity of doing so.” 

“With pleasure, colonel. A good offer should never be re- 
fused.” 

By this time they had moved to the front of the regiment. 

“ Officers and men of the 3rd Royal Dragoon Guards,” Keith 
said in a loud voiee, ‘I shall have great pleasure in reporting 
to the king the result of my inspection, that the regiment is in 
a state of perfect efficiency, and that I have been unable to 
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detect the smallest irregularity or blemish. 1 am quite sure 
that if you should at any time be called upon to fight the 
enemies of your country, you will show that your conduct and 
courage will be fully equal to the excellence of your appear- 
ance. I feel that whatever men can do you will do. God save 
the king!” 

He lifted his plumed hat, the trumpet sounded, the men 
gave the royal salute, and then a loud cheer burst from the 
ranks, for the rumours current had raised a feeling of excite- 
ment throughout the regiment, and though no man could see 
from what point danger threatened, all felt that great events 
were at hand. 

The regiment was then dismissed, hoarse words of command 
were shouted, and each troop moved off to its stable, while the 
colonel and Keith rode to the officers’ ante-room, the trumpets 
at the same time sounding the officers’ call. In a few minutes 
all were gathered there. The colonel first presented some of 
his young officers to the marshal, and then introduced Fergus 
to his new comrades, among whom were two Scotch officers. 

“Mr. Drummond will for the present serve with the marshal 
as one of his aides-de-camp, but I hope that he will soon join 
the regiment, where at any rate he will at all times find a 
warm welcome.” 

Keith had already told the colonel that for the present 
Fergus would be released from all duty as an aide-de-camp, 
and would spend his time in acquiring the rudiments of drill. 
Champagne was now served round. The officers drank the 
health of the marshal, and he in return drank to the regiment; 
then all formality was laid aside for a time, and the marshal 
laughed and chatted with the officers as if he had been one 
of themselves. Fergus was surrounded by a group, who 
were all pleased at finding that he could already talk the 
language fluently, and in spite of the jealousy of the Scottish 
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officers felt throughout the service, the impression that he 
made was a very favourable one, and the hostility of race was 
softened by the fact that he was a near relation of the 
marshal, who was universally popular. He won favour, too, 
by saying, when the colonel asked whether he would rather 
have a Scottish or a Prussian trooper assigned to him as servant 
and orderly, that he would choose one of the latter. Aiter 
speaking to the adjutant, the colonel gave an order, and two 
minutes later a tall and powerful trooper entered the room 
and saluted. The adjutant went up to him. 

“Karl Hoger,” he said, “you are appointed orderly and servant 
to Mr. Fergus Drummond. He is quartered at the officers’ house 
facing the palace. You will take your horse round there and 
await his arrival. He will show you where it is to be stabled. 
You are released from all regimental] duty until further orders.” 

The man saluted and retired without the slightest change of 
face to show whether the appointment was agreeable to him or 
otherwise. Half an hour later the marshal mounted, and with 
his party rode back to the palace. After he had dismounted 
Lindsay and Fergus rode across to their quarters. Karl Hoger 
was standing at the entrance holding his horse. He saluted as 
the two officers came up. 

“T will go in and seeif dinner is ready,” Lindsay said. “TI told 
Donald that we should be back at half-past one, and it is nearly 
two now, and I am as hungry as a hunter.” 

Fergus led the way to the stable, and pointed out to the 
trooper the two stalls that the horses were to occupy, for each 
room in the officers’ quarters had two stalls attached to it, the 
one for the occupant, the other for his orderly. 

‘“‘] suppose you have not dined yet, Karl?” 

“No, sir, but that does not matter.” 

“T don’t want you to begin by fasting. Here are a couple 
of marks. When you have stabled the horses and finished 


44 WITH FREDERICK THE GREAT. 


here you had better go out and get yourself dinner. I shall 
not be able to draw rations for you for to-day. After you have 
done come to the main entrance where I met you and take the 
first corridor to the left; mine is the fifth door on the right- 
hand side. If I am not in, knock at the next door to it on 
this side, you will see Lieutenant Lindsay’s name on it. You 
need not be in any hurry over your meal, for I am just going 
to have dinner, and certainly shall not want you for an hour.” 

On reaching Lindsay’s quarters Fergus found that dinner 
was waiting, and he and Lindsay lost no time in attacking 
a fine fish that Donald had bought in the market. 

‘That is a fine regiment of yours, Drummond,” Lindsay said. 

“Magnificent. Ot course I never saw anything like it before, 
but it was certainly splendid.” 

“Yes. They distinguished themselves in the campaigns of 
Silesia very much. Their colonel, Griin, is a capital officer— 
very strict, but a really good fellow, and very much liked by 
his officers. However, if I were you, I should be in no hurry to 
join. I had two years and a half in an infantry regiment before 
Keith appointed me one of his aides-de-camp, and I[ can tell you 
it was hard work—drill from morning till night. We were 
stationed at a miserable country place, without any amusements 
or anything to do, and as at that time there did not seem the 
most remote chance of active service, it was a dog’s life. Every- 
one was surly and ill-tempered, and I had to fight two duels.” 

“What about ?” 

‘“ About nothing, as far as I could see. A man said some- 
thing about Scotch officers in a tone I did not like. I was out 
of temper, and instead of turning it off with a laugh I took it 
up seriously, and threw a glass at his head. So of course we 
fought. We wounded each other twice, and then the others 
stopped it. ‘The second affair was just as absurd, except that 
there I got the best of it, and sliced the man’s sword-arm so 
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deeply that he was on the sick-list for two months, the result 
of an accident, as the surgeon put it down. So, although I 
don’t say but that there is a much better class of men in the 
3rd than there was in my regiment, I should not be in any 
hurry to join. 

‘Tf there is a row you will see ten times as much as an ailde- 
de-camp as you would in your regiment, while during peace- 
time there is no comparison at all between our lives as aides-de- 
camp and that of regimental officers. I fancy you have rather 
a treasure In the man they have told off to you. He was the 
colonel’s servant at one time, but he got drunk one day, and of 
course the colonel had to send him back to the ranks. One of 
the officers told me about him when he came in, and said that 
he was one of the best riders and swordsmen in the regiment. 
The adjutant told me that he has specially chosen him for you 
because he had a particularly good mount, and that as your 
orderly it would be of great importance that he should be 
able to keep up with you. Of course he got the horse when 
he was the colonel’s orderly, and though he was sent back 
to the ranks six months ago, the colonel, who was really fond 
of the man, allowed him to keep it.” 

“T thought it seemed an uncommonly good animal when he 
led it into the stable,” Fergus said—“ plenty of bone and 
splendid quarters. I hope he was not unwilling to come 
to me. It is a great fall from being a colonel’s servant to 
become a cornet’s.” 

“T don’t suppose he will mind that; and at any rate while 
he is here the berth will be such an easy one that I have no 
doubt he will be well content with it, and I daresay that he 
and Donald will get on well together. Donald is a Cuirassier. 
After Keith appointed me as one of his aides he got me trans- 
ferred to the Cuirassiers, who are stationed at Potsdam. That 
was how I came to get hold of Donald as a servant.” 
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A few minutes after they had done dinner there was a knock 
at the door. The orderly entered and saluted. 

“You will find my man in there,” Lindsay said. “At 
present Mr. Drummond and I are living together. I daresay 
you and he will get on very comiortably.” 

For the next fortnight Fergus spent the whole day in 
barracks. He was not put through the usual preliminary 
work, but the colonel, understanding what would be most 
useful to him, had him instructed in the words of command 
necessary for carrying out simple movements, his place as 
cornet with a troop when in line or column; and being quick, 
intelligent, and anxious to learn, Fergus soon began to feel 
himself at home. 


CHAPTER III. 


THE OUTBREAK OF WAR. 


S Lindsay had predicted, the marshal had, on the evening 
of the day Fergus joined his regiment, said to him: 

“T generally have half an hour’s fencing the first thing of 
a morning, Fergus. It is good exercise, and keeps one’s 
muscles lissome. Come round to my room at six. I should 
like to see what the instructors at home have done for you, 
and I may be able to put you up to a few tricks of the sword 
that may be of use to you if you are ever called upon to break 
his majesty’s edicts against duelling.” 

Fergus, of course, kept the appointment. 

“Very good; very good indeed,” the marshal said after the 
first rally. ‘You have made the most of your opportunities. 
Your wrist is strong and supple, your eye quick. You are 
a match now for most men who have not worked hard in 
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a school of arms. Like almost all our countrymen you lack 
precision. Now let us try again.” 

For a few minutes Fergus exerted himself to the utmost, 
but failed to get his point past the marshal’s guard. He had 
never seen fencing like this. Keith’s point seemed to be ever 
threatening him. ‘The circles that were described were so 
small that the blade seemed scarcely to move, and yet every 
thrust was put aside by a slight movement of the wrist, and he 
felt that he was at his opponent’s mercy the whole time. Pre- 
sently there was a slight jerk, and on the instant his weapon 
was twisted from his hand and sent flying across the room. 

Keith smiled at his look of bewilderment. ‘‘ You see you 
have much to learn, Fergus.” 

“T have indeed, sir. I thought that I knew something about 
fencing, but I see that I know nothing at all.” 

“That is going too far the other way, lad. You know, for 
example, a vast deal more than Lindsay did when he came to 
me six months ago. I fancy you know more than he does now 
or ever will know, for he still pins his faith on the utility of 
a Slashing blow, as if the sabre had a chance against a rapier 
in the hands of a skilful man. However, I will give you a 
lesson every morning, and I should advise you to go to Van 
Bruff every evening. I will give you a note to him. He is by 
far the best master we have. Indeed, he is the best in Europe. 
I will tell him that the time at your disposal is too short for 
you to attempt to become a thorough swordsman, but that 
you wish to devote yourself to learning a few thrusts and 
parries, such as will be useful in a duel, thoroughly and _per- 
fectly. I myself will teach you that trick I played on you just 
now, and two others like it, and I think it possible that in a 
short time you will be able to hold your own even against men 
who may know a good deal more of the principles and general 
practice of the art than yourself.” 
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Armed with a note from the marshal, Fergus went the next 
day to the famous professor. The latter read the letter 
through carefully, and then said: 

‘“Y should be very glad to oblige the marshal, for whom I 
have the highest respect, and whom I regard as the best 
swordsman in Europe. I often practise with him, and always 
come away having learned something. Moreover, the terms 
he offers for me to give you an hour and a half’s instruction 
every evening are more than liberal. But every moment of my 
time in the evening is occupied from five to ten. Could you 
come at that hour?” 

‘Certainly I could, professor.” 

“Then so be it. Come at ten punctually. My school is 
closed at that hour, but you will find me ready for you.” 

Accordingly, during the next three weeks Fergus worked 
from ten till half-past eleven with Herr Van Bruff, and from six 
till halfi-past with the marshal. His mountain training was 
useful indeed to him now, for the day’s work in the barrack 
was in itself hard and fatiguing, and tough as his muscles were, 
his wrist at first ached so at nights that he had to hold it for 
some time under a tap of cold water to allay the pain. At the 
end of a week, however, it hardened again, and he was sustained 
by the commendations of his two teachers, and the satisfaction 
he felt in the skill he was acquiring. 

“Where is your new aide-de-camp, marshal?” the king asked 
one evening. It was the close of one of his receptions. ‘“ As 
a rule these young fellows are fond of showing off in their 
uniforms at first.” 

‘He is better employed, sire. He has the makings of a very 
fine swordsman, and having some reputation myself that way, 
I should be glad that my young cousin should be able to hold 
his own well when we get to blows with the enemy. So JI and 
Van Bruff have taken him in hand, and for the last three weeks 
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he has made such progress that this morning when we had 
open play it put me on my mettle to hold my own. So what 
with that and his regimental work his hands are more than 
full; and indeed, he could not get through it had he to attend 
here in the evening, and I know that as soon as he has finished 
his supper he turns in for a sound sleep till he is woke in time 
to dress and get to the fencing-school at ten. Had there been 
a longer time to spare, [ would not have suffered him to work 
so hard, but seeing that in a few days we may be on the march 
to the frontier we have to make the most of the time.” 

‘He has done well, Keith, and his zeal shows that he will 
make a good soldier. Yes, another three days and our mes- 
senger should return from Vienna, and the next morning, 
unless the reply is satisfactory, the troops will be on the 
move. After that, who knows?” 

During the last few days the vague rumours that had been 
circulating had gained strength and consistency. Every day 
fresh regiments arrived and encamped near the city, and there 
were reports that a great concentration of troops was taking 
place at Halle, under the command of Prince Ferdinand of 
Brunswick, and another, under the Duke of Bevern, at Frank- 
fort-on-the-Oder. Nevertheless, the public announcement that 
war was declared with Austria, and that the army would 
march for the frontier in three days’ time came as a sudden 
shock. The proclamation stated that it having been dlis- 
covered that Austria had entered into a secret confederacy 
with other powers to attack Prussia, and the king having 
alter long and fruitless negotiations tried to obtain satisfac- 
tion from that power, no resource remained but to declare 
war at once before the confederates could combine their forces 
for the destruction of the kingdom. 

Something like dismay was at first excited by the pro- 


clamation. A war with Austria was in itself a serious under- 
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taking, but if the latter had powerful allies, such as Russia, 
France, and Saxony,—and it was well known that all three 
looked with jealousy on the growing power of the kingdom,— 
the position seemed well-nigh desperate. Among the troops, 
however, the news was received with enthusiasm. Confident 
in their strength and discipline, the question of the odds that 
might be assembled against them in no way troubled them. 
The conquest of Silesia had raised the prestige of the army, 
and the troops felt proud that they should have the oppor- 
tunity of proving their valour in an even more serious struggle. 

Never was there a more brilliant assembly than that at the 
palace the evening before the troops marched. All the general 
officers and their staffs were assembled, together with the ladies 
of the court and those of the nobility and army. The king 
was in high good-humour, and moved about the rooms chat- 
ting freely with all. 

‘So you have come to see us at last, young sir,” he said 
to Fergus. “I should scold you, but I hear that you have 
been utilizing your time well. Remember that your sword 
is to be used against the enemies of the country only,” and 
nodding, he walked on. 

The Princess Amelia was the centre of a group of ladies. 
She was a charming princess, but at times her face bore an 
expression of deep melancholy, and all knew that she had 
never ceased to mourn the fate of the man she would have 
chosen, Baron Trench, who had been thrown into prison by 
her angry father for his insolence in aspiring to his daughter’s 
hand. 

“You must be glad that your hard work is over, Drum- 
mond,” Lindsay said, as they stood together watching the scene. 

“Tam glad that the drill is over,” Fergus replied, “but I 
should have liked my work with the professor to have gone 
on for another six months.” 
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“Ah, well! you will have opportunities to take it up again 
when we return after thrashing the Austrians.” 

“How long will that be, Lindsay ?” 

The latter shrugged his shoulders. 

“Six months or six years; who can tell?” he said. “If it 
be true that Russia and France, to say nothing of Saxony, 
are with her, it is more likely to be years than months, and 
we may both come out colonels by the time it is over.” 

“That is if we come out at all,” Fergus said with a smile 
at the other’s confidence. 

“Qh! of course, there is that contingency, but it is one 
never worth reckoning with. At any rate, it 1s pretty certain 
that if we do fall, it will be with odds against us; but, of 
course, as aides-de-camp our chance is a good deal better than 
that of regimental officers. At any rate, you have had good 
preparation for the campaign, for your work will be child’s 
play in comparison to what you have been going through. 
How you stood it I cannot make out. I worked pretty hard 
when I first arrived, but the drill for the first six months was 
tremendous, and I used to be glad to crawl into bed as soon 
as I had had my supper. Well, you have been a poor com- 
panion so far, Drummond.” 

“Tam afraid I have been, but will try and make up for it 
in the future. I suppose there is no doubt that we shall 
march in the first place on Dresden.” 

“1 think that there is no doubt of that. There is no Saxon 
army to. speak of, certainly nothing that can offer any serious 
opposition; from there there are three or four passes by which 
we could pour into Bohemia. Saxony is a rich country too, 
and will afford us a fine base for supphes as we move on. [| 
suppose the Austrians will collect an army to oppose us in 
Bohemia. When we have thrashed them, I expect we shall 
go on straight to Vienna.” 
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Fergus laughed. “It all sounds easy enough, Lindsay. 
I only hope that it will come off just as you prophesy.” 

“That is one advantage of fighting in a foreign service, 
Fergus: one fights just as stoutly for victory as if one were 
fighting for home, but if one is beaten it does not affect 
one so much. It is sad to see the country overrun and 
pillaged, but the houses are not the houses of our own people, 
the people massacred are not one’s own relations and friends. 
One’s military vanity may be hurt by defeat, otherwise one 
can bear it philosophically.” 

“T never looked at it in that light before, Lindsay, but no 
doubt there is a great deal in what you say. If my father 
had fallen on a German battle-field instead of at Culloden our 
estates would not have been confiscated, our glens harried, 
and our clansmen hunted down and massacred. No, I see 
there is a great difference. I suppose I should fight just as 
hard against the Austrians as I should have done against the 
English at Culloden had I been there, but defeat would have 
none of the same consequences. No, putting it as you do, 
I must own that there is a distinct advantage in foreign service 
that I never appreciated before. But I see people are leaving, 
and I am not sorry. As we are going to be up before day- 
break, the sooner one turns in the better.” 

Karl had received the order to call his master at three, to 
have breakfast ready at half-past, and the horses at the door at 
four, with somewhat less than his usual stolidity. 

“You will have harder work in the future, Karl,” Fergus said. 

“T shall be glad of it, sir. Never have I had such a lazy 
time as I have had for the last month. The first three or four 
days were very pleasant, then I began to think that I should 
like a little to do, so as to remind me that there was such a 
thing as work, but the last fortnight has been terrible. A man 
cannot sleep for twenty-four hours, and if it had not been that 
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Donald and I have had an occasional quarrel as to our respec- 
tive regiments and over the native land he is so fond of bragging 
about, I should have been ready to hang myself. Ah, sir, how 
often have I to thank my stars that I did not take my dis- 
charge! which I could have asked for, as I have served my 
time. JI had thought of it many times, and had said to 
myself how delightful it would be to hear the morning call 
sound at a barracks near and to turn over in my bed and go 
to sleep again, to have no guard to keep, no sergeant to bully 
or provost-guard to arrest one, if one has taken a cup too much. 
This fortnight has shown me the folly of such ideas. It has 
taught me when I am well off, and what misery it is to be 
one’s own master, and to be always wondering how the day is 
to be got through.” 

“Well, you are not lkely to have to complain that you 
have nothing to do for some time now, Karl.” 

“No, cornet. I have felt a new man since I heard the great 
news. There is always plenty to do on a campaign. ‘There 
are the horses to be cleaned, food to be cooked, forage and 
rations to be fetched. Then, too, on a campaign every one is 
merry and good-tempered, and one sings as one marches and 
sits round the camp-fire. One may be cold and wet and 
hungry, but who cares? One swears at the moment, but one 
laughs again as soon as the sun shines.” 

“Well, Karl, you had best turn in at once, for at three 
o'clock we shall want to be called.” 

“You can rely upon my waking, sir. Does my officer wish 
to take a full-dress suit with him 2?” 

“No; the order is that all are to start in marching order, 
and that all baggage is to be cut down to the smallest propor- 
tions; no officer is to take more than can be carried in his 
valises.” 

It was the first week in August when the three columns, 
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each twenty thousand strong, moved from their respective 
starting-points. Although the king was nominally in com- 
mand of the central division Marshal Keith was the real com- 
mander. He rode with the king at the head of the column, 
and his aides-de-camp and those of Frederick were constantly 
on their way up and down the line carrying orders and 
bringing in reports as to the manner in which the regiments 
maintained their respective positions, and especially how the 
artillery and baggage train kept up. ‘There was no necessity 
at present for taking precautions. The march would for some 
days lead through Prussia, and it was morally certain that the 
Saxon army-——which was small and scattered, and even 1f united 
would not equal the strength of one of the Prussian armies— 
would not attempt any serious resistance, for the country was 
flat, and there would be no defiles where a small force of men 
could successfully oppose a larger one. Nevertheless the daily 
marches were long for the infantry and the baggage, but by no 
means fatiguing for mounted men. 

The staff and aides-de-camp with their orderlies rode behind 
the leaders. The troopers were sometimes employed instead of 
the officers when a short written order had to be sent back to 
the rear of the column. The harvest having been gathered 
in, the cavalry rode across the open country, thus reducing the 
length of the column. The day was very hot, and the infantry 
opened their ranks as much as possible to allow the passage of 
what little air was moving. At nine o’clock the troops were 
halted. Each man had been served with a breakfast before 
starting, and the haversacks were now opened, and a meal 
made of the bread they contained, washed down with an allow- 
ance of rough wine carried in each regimental waggon; then 
the men sat down under the shade of greatcoats supported by 
ramrods and other contrivances, and either slept or talked 
until half-past two, when the bugle sounded. 


THE OUTBREAK OF WAR. 55 


The greatcoats were rolled up and strapped on to the knap- 
sacks, then there was a vigorous use of the brush to remove the 
thick dust gathered on the march. At three the column got 
into motion again, and halted for the night at half-past six, 
when fires were lighted, coppers put on, and the main meal of 
the day presently served. The rations of the officers were the 
same as those of the men, but the greater part of them supple- 
mented the food by that carried in their orderlies’ saddle-bags. 
Lindsay, Fergus, and the marshal’s other two aides-de-camp, had 
arranged that when possible they should mess together, and 
their servants should prepare the meal by turns, while those 
not so engaged looked after the horses, saw that they were fed, 
watered, and groomed. The servants were all old campaigners, 
and though neither Lindsay nor Fergus had thought of giving 
them orders to that effect, both Donald and Karl had laid in a 
stock of provisions. 

Donald had cooked a pair of fowls on the previous evening, 
Karl had bought a sucking-pig, one of the German officer’s 
servants had a huge piece of salt beef that had already been 
boiled, while the other had a hare. It was agreed at once 
that the fowls should be left for early breakfast, and the beef 
put aside for dinner, and for supper also if nothing else could 
be obtained. Karl, as the servant of the junior officer, was 
cook for the evening, and he acquitted himself admirably. 
Kach officer carried in his saddle-bag a tin plate, a drinking- 
horn, and a knife, fork, and spoon. ‘There was no dish, but 
the spit was handed round and each cut off a portion. Soup 
made from the ration of meat was first served, then the hare 
and then the sucking-pig, while the four orderlies had an ample 
meal from the ration of meat. 

A supply of spirits had been carried in the staff-waggon. 
This they took, plentifully watered, with the meal, with a 
stronger cup afterwards. The night was so fine that all agreed 
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that it was not worth while to erect the tent carried for them 
in the waggon. At eight o’clock the order for the next day’s 
march came out, and two of the king’s orderlies started on 
horseback with copies of it to the commanders of brigades, 
who in their turn communicated to the colonels of their respec- 
tive regiments. The next evening the force encamped round 
Torgau, a very strong fortress, where a great store of provisions 
had been collected. Ample quarters were assigned to the 
marshal and his staffin the town. Here they halted for a day 
to allow the other armies, which had both farther to march, to 
keep abreast of them on their respective lines of route. Then 
following the Elbe, the army arrived after two marches in 
front of Dresden. The court of Saxony had for years been 
wasting the revenues of the country in extravagance and 
luxury, while intriguing incessantly with Austria, and dream- 
ing of obtaining an increase of territory at the expense of 
Prussia. No effort had been made to prepare to carry out the 
engagements entered into with Austria, and the army, utterly 
neglected, numbered but some fifteen thousand. 

These were scattered over the country, and but poorly pro- 
vided with artillery. When, then, the news arrived that three 
Prussian armies had crossed the frontier, there was no thought 
of resistance, but orders were despatched for the whole force 
to concentrate at Pirna, a strongly fortified camp among the 
defiles of the mountains separating Saxony from Bohemia. 
The position was almost an impregnable one, and they could 
receive reinforcements from Bohemia. 

On the arrival of the Prussian army the king fled, and 
Dresden threw open its gates. As Frederick hoped to detach 
Saxony from the alliance against him, the greater portion of 
the army were encamped outside the town, three or four 
regiments only marching in and quartering themselves in the 
empty Saxon barracks, 


THE OUTBREAK OF WAR. 57 


The aid Saxony could render Frederick would be insigni- 
ficant, but it was most desirable for him that he should ensure 
its neutrality, in order to secure his communications with 
Prussia when he marched forward into Bohemia. Finding 
the king had gone, his first step was to send a general officer 
with a party of soldiers to seize the archives in the palace. 
Among these was discovered the prize he most desired to find, 
namely a signed copy of the secret treaty between Austria, 
Russia, France, and Saxony for the invasion and partition of 
Prussia. Copies of this document were instantly sent off to 
the courts of Europe, thus affording an ample justification for 
what would otherwise have appeared a wholly unprovoked 
attack by Prussia upon her neighbours. Had it not been for 
the discovery of this document Frederick would probably 
have always remained under the stigma of engaging in an 
unprovoked and ambitious war, for the court of Austria had 
hitherto positively and categorically declared to Frederick’s 
ambassador and envoys the non-existence of any such treaty 
or agreement between the powers. 

As the queen had remained in the palace, Frederick took up 
his abode in another royal building, Marshal Keith and a 
large number of officers being also quartered there. In order 
to prevent any broils with the citizens, orders were issued that 
certain places of refreshment were to be used only by officers, 
while the soldiers were only to frequent wine and beer shops 
selected in the neighbourhood of the barracks, and were 
strictly forbidden to enter any others. Any soldier caught in 
an act of theft or pillage was to be hung forthwith, and all 
were enjoined to observe a friendly demeanour to the people. 

One evening Fergus had been sent with a message to the 
camp, two miles from the town. It was nearly ten o’clock 
when he started to ride back. When within half a mile of the 
town he heard a pistol-shot in the direction of a large house 
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a quarter of a mile from the road. Without hesitation he 
turned his horse’s head in that direction. In a couple of 
minutes he arrived at a pair of large gates; they were closed, 
but he dismounted, fastened the bridle-chain to them, and 
snatching the pistols from his holsters ran along by the side 
of a high wall until he came to a tree growing close to it. 

With some difficulty, for his high boots were ill-adapted to 
such work, he climbed the tree, got on to the wall, and dropped 
down. He was in large park-like grounds. Guided by a light 
in a window he ran to the house. The door was closed. After 
hesitating for a moment he ran along, and soon coming, as he 
expected, to an open window, he at once climbed through it. 
A door was open, and passing on he entered a large hall in 
which a light was burning. Pausing to listen now, he heard 
voices upstairs, and holding a pistol in each hand and his 
drawn sword in his teeth, he lightly ascended the stairs. On 
the landing two men lay dead. Light was issuing from a 
half-closed door, and noiselessly approaching it, he looked in. 
It was a small room; at the end stood eight or ten scared 
women huddled together, while a soldier, with a pistol in one 
hand and a sword in the other, stood sentry over them. 

These were evidently the servants of the chateau, who had 
been unceremoniously hauled from their beds and gathered 
there under a guard to prevent them from screaming or giving 
any alarm. As Fergus was equally anxious that no alarm 
should be given at present, he retired quietly. A pair of double 
doors faced the top of the staircase. This was evidently the 
grand reception room, and listening intently he could hear a 
murmur of voices inside. Turning the handle and throwing 
them suddenly open, he entered. Upon the floor lay the body 
of a gentleman; a lady, pale as death and in a half-fainting 
condition, leant back in a settee, while a girl of thirteen or 
fourteen lay on a couch, with bound hands and a handker- 
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chief fastened across her mouth. Three soldiers were engaged 
in examining the contents of a large coffer of jewels. 

As the door opened they turned round, and on seeing a 
solitary officer sprang forward with terrible oaths. Fergus 
shot one of them as they did so, dropped the pistol, and seized 
his sword. Both men fired. Fergus felt a stinging sensation 
in his left arm, and the pistol held in that hand dropped to the 
ground. Confident in his swordsmanship, he awaited the on- 
slaught of the two marauders. The swords clashed, and at the 
second pass one of them fell back, run through the body. The 
other, shouting for aid, stood on the defensive. Fergus heard 
the rush of heavy steps coming down the staircase, and just as 
three other men rushed into the room, he almost clove his 
opponent’s head in two with a tremendous blow from his clay- 
more. 

Two of the new-comers fired their pistols hastily—both missed 
—then rushed at him with their swords, and as he was hotly 
engaged with them, the third, who was the sentry who had 
been placed over the women, advanced slowly with his pistol 
pointed, with the intention of making sure of his aim. He 
paused close to the combatants, waiting for an opportunity to 
fire between the shifting figures of his comrades, when a white 
figure, after peering in at the door, ran swiftly forward and 
threw herself on his back, hurling him forward to the ground, 
his pistol exploding as he fell. One of the others started back 
at the sound, and as he did so Fergus ran him through the 
body. He then attacked his remaining opponent, and after a 
few passes laid him dead beside his comrade. Picking up his 
own fallen pistol, Fergus blew out the brains of the soldier 
who was struggling to free himself from the girl’s weight, and 
then helped her to her feet. 

“Well done, my brave girl!” he said; ‘you have saved my 
life. Now run and tell those wenches to stop screaming, and 
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to come and help their mistress. These scoundrels are all 
killed, and there is nothing more for them to be alarmed at.” 

Then he ran to the girl on the sofa, cut her cords with a 
dagger, and freed her from the gag. As he did so she leapt up 
and ran to her mother’s side, while Fergus, kneeling by the 
gentleman who had fallen before he had entered, turned him 
over, and laying his ear over his heart, listened intently. 

“He is alive,” he said. ‘His heart beats, but faintly. Tell 
the maids to fetch some cordial.” 

The women were coming in now, some crying hysterically, 
some shrieking afresh at the sight of the bodies that were strewn 
about the room. 

“Silence!” Fergus shouted sternly. ‘‘ Now, while one runs 
to fetch some cordial, do three others come here and aid me to 
lift your master gently on to this couch.” 

The maid who had overthrown the soldier at once came for- 
ward to his assistance. 

“Now, Truchen and Lisa,” the young girl said, stamping her 
foot, ‘come at once. Do you, Caroline, run and fetch the 
stand of cordials from the dining-room.” 

The two women approached timidly. 

“Now,” Fergus said, “get your arm under his shoulders on 
your side, and I will do the same. One of you others support 
his head when we lift, the other take his feet.” 

So, gently he was raised and laid on the couch. By the time 
this was done, the woman returned with a bottle of spirits. 

“Now,” he said, ‘“‘ water and a glass.” 

The young girl ran and fetched a carafe of water and a 
tumbler standing on a table by the wall. Her hands shook as 
she handed it to Fergus. 

“Ave you sure that he is not dead, sir?” she asked in a 
hushed voice. 

“Quite sure. I fear that he is grievously wounded, but he 
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certainly lives. Now, get another glass and put some spirits 
in, and fill it up with water, and make your mother drink it 
as soon as you have roused her from her faint.” 

Fergus now gave all his attention to the wounded man, 
poured two or three spoonfuls of strong spirits and water be- 
tween his lips, and then proceeded to examine his wounds. He 
had three. One was a very severe cut upon the shoulder; 
his left arm had been broken by a pistol-bullet; and he had a 
dangerous sword-thrust in the body. Under Fergus’ direction 
the servant had cut off the doublet, and after pouring some 
more spirits down the wounded man’s throat, he bade one of the 
other women fetch him some soft linen and a sheet. 

When these arrived he made a pad of the linen, and bound 
it over the wounded man’s shoulder with some strips torn 
from the sheet. Then he sent for some straight strips of 
wood, cut them to the right length, wrapped some linen round 
them, and, straightening the arm, applied them to it, and with 
the assistance of the girl bandaged it firmly. Then he placed 
a pad of linen over the wound in the body, and passed bandages 
round and round. 

‘Well done!” he said to his assistant; ‘you are a stout girl, 
and a brave one.” ‘Then he turned to the others, who were 
crowded round their mistress. ‘Stand back,” he said, “and 
throw open the window and let the air come to her. That will 
do. The young lady and this girl will be enough now, do 
the rest of you run off and get some clothes on.” 

“She has opened her eyes once, sir.” 

‘She will come round directly, young lady. Pour a spoonful 
or two from this glass between her lips; it is stronger than that 
you have in your hand. She has had a terrible shock, but as 
soon as she hears that your father is alive, it will do more for 
her than all our services.” 

Will he live, sir?” 
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“That I cannot say for certain, but I have great hopes that 
he will do so. However, I will send a surgeon out as soon as 
I get to the city.” 

The lady was longer in her swoon than Fergus had expected, 
and the servants had returned before she opened her eyes. 

“Now,” he said, ‘do four of you lend me your assistance. 
It would be well to carry this sofa with your master into the 
next room, and then we will take your mistress in there too, so 
that she will be spared seeing these ruffians scattered about 
when she comes to herself.” 

The doors leading to the adjoining apartment were opened, 
candles lighted there, and the wounded man carried in on his 
sofa. 

‘And now for your mistress. It will be easier to hft her 
out of the chair and carry her in bodily.” This he did with 
the assistance of two of the servants. ‘‘ Now,” he said to the 
young girl, “do you stay by her, my brave maid. I think she 
will recover in a minute or two. Her eyelids moved as I 
brought her in. I will look round and see about things. 
Were these the only two men in the house?” he asked the 
other women as he joined them on the landing. 

‘No, sir, there were six men. ‘The other four have gone to 
bed, but the two outside always waited up till the count and 
countess retired.” 

‘Where are their rooms?” he asked, taking a candle. One 
of the women led him upstairs. As he expected he found the 
four men lying dead. One had apparently leapt up as the door 
was opened, and the other three had been killed in their beds. 

‘Where can I get help from?” 

“There are the men at the stables. It is at the back of the 
house, three or four hundred yards away.” 

“Well, take one of the other women with you and go and 
rouse them. Tell them to dress and come here at once.” 
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He now went down to the gate, undid the fastening, and then 
led his horse up to the house. In a few minutes the stable- 
men arrived. He ordered them to carry the bodies of the six 
marauders out and lay them in front of the house. When 
they had done so they were to take those of the servants and 
place them in an outhouse. Then he went upstairs again. 

“The countess has recovered, sir,” one of the women said. 

“Tell her that I will send one of the army surgeons down 
at once. But first bandage my arm; it is but a flesh wound, 
I know, but I am feeling faint, and am sure that it is keeping 
on bleeding. Here, my girl,” he said to the one who had 
before assisted, ‘‘I can trust to you not to faint.” 

With her assistance he took off his coat, the arm of which 
was saturated with blood. ‘You had better cut off the sleeve 
of the shirt,” he said. ‘This was done, and the nature of the 
wound was seen. A ball had ploughed through the flesh three 
inches below the shoulder, inflicting a gaping but not serious 
wound, “It is lucky that it was not the inside of the arm,” 
he said to the girl as she bandaged it up, ‘for had it been I 
should have bled to death in a very few minutes. Has the 
count opened his eyes yet?” 

‘“No, sir, he is lying just as he was.” 

‘What is the gentleman’s name?” 

“Count Eulenfurst.” 

“You had better give me a draught of wine before I start. 
I feel shaken, and it is possible that riding may set my wound 
bleeding again.” 

Having drunk a goblet of wine, Fergus went down and 
mounted his horse. As he did so he said to one of the men: 
“Take a lantern and go down to the spot where the road 
hither turns off from the main road. A surgeon will be here 
in half an hour or perhaps in twenty minutes. He will be on 
the look-out for you and your lantern.” 
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Events had passed quickly, and the church-bell chimed a 
quarter to eleven as he rode through the streets of Dresden. 
In three minutes he drew up at the entrance to the royal 
quarters. As he dismounted Karl came out. 

“Keep the horse here, Karl,” he said; ‘it may be wanted 
in a minute or two again.” 

“Are you hurt, sir?” the man asked as he dismounted, for he 
saw his face by the lightof the torches on eachsideof the gateway. 

“It is only a flesh wound and of no consequence; but I have 
lost a good deal of blood.” 

He made his way up the staircase to the marshal’s quarters. 
He was feeling dizzy and faint now. 

‘Is the marshal in his room?” he asked. 

‘“‘ He is in, sir, but—” 

“TI would speak to him immediately. “Tis a most urgent 
matter.” 

The servant went in, a moment later held the door open 
and said: “ Will you enter, sir?” 

Fergus entered and made the usual formal salute to the 
marshal. ‘Two or three other officers were in the room, but 
he did not heed who they were, nor hear the exclamations of 
surprise that broke out at his appearance. 

‘“T beg to report, sir, that the house of the Count Eulenfurst 
has been attacked by marauders belonging to one of the 
Pomeranian regiments. The count is desperately wounded, 
and I pray that a surgeon may be sent instantly to his aid. 
The house stands back from the road about half a mile from 
the north gate. A man with a lantern will be standing in 
the road to guide him to it. My horse is at the door below 
in readiness to take him. I pray you to allow me to retire.” 
He swayed and would have fallen had not the marshal and 
one of the others present caught him and laid him down ona 
couch. 
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“He is wounded, marshal,” the other officer said. ‘This 
sleeve is saturated with blood.” 

The marshal raised his voice and called an attendant: ‘ Run 
to the quarters of staff-surgeon Schmidt, and ask him to come 
here immediately, and to bring another of his staff with him if 
there is one in.” 

In two minutes the king’s chief surgeon entered, followed by 
another of his staff. 

‘First look to the wound of Cornet Drummond,” the 
marshal said. ‘‘It isin the arm, and I trust that he has only 
fainted from loss of blood.” 

The surgeons examined the wound. “Itisin no way serious, 
marshal. As you say, he has fainted from loss of blood; he 
must have neglected it for some time. Had it been bandaged 
at once it would only have had the consequence of disabling 
his arm for a fortnight or so.” 

The assistant had already hurried away to get lint and 
bandages. 

Another voice now spoke. “Surgeon Schmidt, you will 
please at once mount Mr. Drummond’s horse, which is stand- 
ing at the door. Ride out through the north gate. When 
you have gone about half a mile you will see a man with a 
lantern. He will lead you to the house of Count Eulenfurst, 
who has been grievously wounded by some marauders. Sur- 
geon Morten will follow you as soon as he has bandaged Mr. 
Drummond’s wounds. There may be more wounded there who 
may need your care. Major Armfeldt, will you order a horse 
to be brought round at once for the surgeon, then hurry to the 
barracks. Order the colonel to turn out a troop of horse in- 
stantly, and let him scour the country between the north gate 
and the camp and arrest every straggler he comes across.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 
PROMOTION. 


S soon as the bandage was applied and the flow of blood 

ceased a few spoonfuls of wine were poured down the 

patient’s throat. It was not long before he opened his eyes 
and struggled into a sitting position. 

‘J beg pardon, sir,” he said faintly, as his eyes fell on the 
marshal, who was standing just in front of him. “Iam sorry 
that | came into your apartments in this state, but it seemed 
to me—” 

“You did quite right, sir,” said a sharp voice that he at once 
recognized, while the speaker put his hand upon his shoulder 
to prevent him from trying to rise. ‘ You were quite right to 
bring the news here at once of this outrage, which, by heavens, 
shall be punished as it deserves. Now drink a cup of wine, 
and then perhaps you will be able to tell us a little more 
about it. Now, don’t be in a hurry, but obey my orders.” 

Fergus drank off the wine, then, after waiting a minute or 
two, said: 

“Count HKulenfurst is sorely wounded, sire, but I cannot say 
whether mortally or not. When I came away he was still 
lying insensible. His wife and daughter are, happily, unin- 
jured.” 

“Was anyone else hurt?” 

“Yes, sire, the six men-servants who were sleeping in the 
house were all killed—four in their beds, two while hastening 
from below to assist their master.” 

The king gave an exclamation of fury. 

“You said these men belonged to a Pomeranian regiment. 
Had they left before you got there? But I suppose not, or 
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else you would not have been wounded. How was it that you 
heard of the attack ?” 

“T had carried a despatch from the marshal to the camp, 
sire, and was on my way back when I heard a pistol-shot. 
The sound was faint, for it came from a house a quarter of a 
mile away, and was fired indoors; but the night was still, and 
fortunately some of the windows were open. Thinking that 
some evil work was being done, I rode straight for it, climbed 
the wall, and making my way on foot to the house, happily 
arrived in time.” 

“You saw the fellows, then? How was it that they suffered 
you to escape with your life? They must have known that 
your evidence would hang them all.” 

“There were but six of them, sire, and they will need no 
hanging, for they are all disposed of; though, had it not been 
for the assistance of a brave servant-maid, who threw herself 
upon the back of one of them, my career would certainly have 
been terminated.” 

“But who had you with you to help you?” the king asked. 

‘‘T had no one but the maid, sire.” 

“Do you mean to say, Mr. Drummond, that with your own 
hand you slew the whole of the six villains?” 

“That was so, sire; but in respect to the one thrown down 
by the girl, I had but to blow out his brains before he could 
gain his feet.” 

“Can you give us the particulars?” the king asked quietly. 
“Tf you do not feel equal to it we will wait till morning.” 

‘“‘T can tell you now, sire, I am feeling better and stronger ;” 
and he related the incidents of the fight. 

“One with his pistol, Keith,” the king said, “four with his 
sword, after his left hand was disabled, to say nothing of the 
sixth; that is not a bad beginning for this aide-de-camp, 
gentlemen.” 
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‘No, indeed, sire, it is a most gallant deed, though it was 
well for him that he was able to dispose of the first three 
before the others appeared on the scene.” 

“It was a most gallant action, indeed,” the king repeated ; 
and a hearty assent was given by the general officers standing 
round. ‘I congratulate you on your aide-de-camp, Keith,” 
he went on. ‘A man capable of killing single-handed six of 
my Pomeranians is a treasure. Do you see that his commission 
as lieutenant is given me to-morrow to sign. No, sit still, 
young sir; it is I who have to thank you for so promptly 
punishing these marauders, who would have brought disgrace 
upon my army, and not you who have to thank me. Now, be 
off to your bed.” 

Two of the attendants were called in, and these assisted 
Fergus, who was almost too weak to stand, to the apartment 
that he shared with Lindsay. Keith himself accompanied 
them. Lindsay leapt out of bed as they entered. 

“Don’t ask any questions, Lindsay,” the marshal said. 
‘Drummond has performed a very gallant action, and has 
been wounded, and as you see can scarce stand from loss of 
blood. He will be asleep as soon as he lies down. You will 
hear all about it in the morning.” 

The marshal then returned to his apartment. The king 
was on the point of leaving. 

‘“T have left orders,” he said, ‘“‘that as soon as either of the 
surgeons returns | am to be wakened and informed of the state 
of Count Eulenfurst. He is a nobleman of distinction and 
character, though, I believe, in no great favour at the court 
here since he resigned his seat on the council because he 
disapproved of the resources of the state being wasted in 
extravagance, instead of being spent in maintaining the army 
in proper condition. Should he die, it will cause an extremely 
bad impression throughout Saxony.” 
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At daybreak the next morning, finding that the surgeons 
had not returned, Keith despatched an officer to request 
them to furnish him at once with a written report of the 
state of the count. He returned in three-quarters of an hour, 
saying that the count had just recovered consciousness, that 
two of his wounds were serious, and the other very grave; 
but that having probed it, they were of opinion that it might 
not prove fatal. The countess was completely prostrated, and 
had gone from one fainting fit into another, and required 
more attention than her husband. ‘The rest of the household 
were uninjured. Lindsay got up quietly and dressed without 
awaking Fergus. He was disappointed at a despatch being at 
once handed to him to carry to the Prince of Brunswick’s 
army, which was ten miles away, and was therefore obliged to 
mount and ride off without obtaining any news whatever as to 
the nature of Drummond’s adventure. 

As he passed through the camp of the Pomeranians he saw 
the bodies of six soldiers swinging from the bough of a tree 
close to the camp. He rode a little out of his way to discover 
the cause of this strange spectacle. In front of them was 
erected a large placard of canvas, with the words painted 
upon it: 

Marauders killed wn the commission of crime, and thew bodies 
hung by order of the king, as a lesson to any one who ventures to break 
the law against plundering. 


Then he rode on his way, and did not return until one 
o’clock. The marshal was occupied. He therefore simply 
handed in the reply to the despatch that he had carried and 
immediately retired. 

“Ts Mr. Drummond up?” he asked one of the attendants. 

‘He is still in his room, sir, his servant is with him, and he 
is taking food.” 
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He went straight to the room. Fergus was sitting up in 
a chair eating a basin of strong chicken broth. 

‘This is a nice hour to be breakfasting, Lindsay,” he said 
with a smile. “I feel quite ashamed of myself, I can tell you; 
but I am under orders. The doctor came here half an hour 
ago. I had just woke and got out of bed, and was going to 
dress when he told me that I was not todoso. I might sit 
up to take breakfast, but was to keep perfectly quiet for the 
rest of the day. He said I only needed feeding up, that he 
would send me some strong broth, and three hours later I was 
to have some soup and a pint of Burgundy, and that if I 
obeyed his instructions and ate and drank well I should be 
able to leave my room to-morrow, though, of course, I should 
not be fit for active service till my arm began to heal.” 

“But what is it all about, Drummond? I was sent off to 
Brunswick’s camp as soon as I got up, and have heard nothing 
about it, and the marshal forbade me to speak to you when 
you were brought in last night. He merely said that you had 
done a very gallant action.” 

“There was nothing very gallant in it, Lindsay, but it 
turned out very fortunate.” Then he gave a very brief 
account of the previous evening’s events. 

“Well, I should call that a gallant action, Drummond, if 
you don’t. It is no joke for one man to tackle six, and those 
not ordinary marauders but Pomeranian soldiers. Of course 
it was somewhat lucky that you had rid yourself of three of 
them before the other three entered the room, and had it not 
been, as you say, for that girl, things might have turned out 
differently. Still, that does not affect the matter; it was a gal- 
lant business. What happened when you came in?” 

“T don’t know much about what happened. At first I made 
some sort of report to the marshal, and then I believe I fainted. 
When I came to I found that they had bandaged up my shoulder 
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and poured some wine down my throat. I felt very shaky at 
first, but I know that I drank some wine, and was then able 
to give some sort of account of what had happened. The king 
was there then and asked me questions, but whether or not 
he was there at first I cannot say. I have a vague idea that 
he told the marshal, too, that he promoted me, but I am not 
quite sure about that, nor do I know how I got here.” 

“Well, if you are not mistaken about your step, I con- 
gratulate you most heartily. It is seldom, indeed, that anyone 
gains one in six weeks after his first appointment. I thought 
myself lucky indeed in getting it after serving only two years 
and a half, but I got it simply on nomination as one of the 
marshal’s aides-de-camp; it 1s customary to get promotion on 
such appointment if there has been two or three years’ previous 
service. Well, you have drawn the first blood in this cam- 
paign, Drummond, and have not been long in giving very 
striking proof that your month’s hard work in the fencing- 
school has not been thrown away.” 

The conversation was broken off by the entry of the marshal 
himself. 

‘Pooh, pooh, Fergus!” he said as the latter rose, ‘“ there 
is no occasion for saluting in a bedroom. I am glad to see 
you looking so much better; you could not have looked more 
ghastly when you came in yesterday evening if you had been 
your own wraith. ‘There, lad,” he said, handing him a parch- 
ment; “it is not usual to have a new commission on promotion, 
but the king told me that he had had it done in the present 
case In order that you might have a record of the exploit for 
which you have been promoted. You will see it is set down 
inside that although but six weeks in service you were pro- 
moted to the rank of lieutenant for a deed of extraordinary 
gallantry. You had attacked and killed with your own hand 
six marauding soldiers who had entered the chateau of Count 
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Kulenfurst, well-nigh murdered the count, killed six of his ser- 
vants, and were occupied in plundering the house. In token 
of his thankfulness that the life of so distinguished and en- 
lightened a nobleman had been saved by you, as well as of 
approbation for the gallantry of your conduct, his majesty 
promoted you to the rank of lieutenant. 

“You should keep that paper, Fergus, and pass it down to 
your descendants as an heirloom. I congratulate you, my boy, 
with all my heart, and feel some satisfaction on my own 
account, for such an action as this shows those who are in- 
clined to grumble at what they may consider the favour 
shown to Scotchmen, that at any rate the favour is not mis- 
placed. A general order to the army has been issued this 
morning, saying that some scoundrels having disgraced their 
uniform and brought discredit upon the army by a murderous 
and wicked attack upon the house of Count Hulenfurst, the 
king reiterates and confirms his previous order that any man 
caught when engaged in pillaging, or upon whose person 
any stolen goods are found, will be summarily hung by the 
provost-marshal, or by any general officer before whom he 
may be brought. The king himself has ridden to the count’s 
chateau this morning to make personal inquiries into his 
state, and to express his deep regret at the outrage that 
has taken place. It is a politic action as well as a kind 
one. Of course the event has occasioned great excitement 
in the city.” 

‘“ And may I ask how the count is going on, sir?” 

“The last report of the surgeons is a favourable one. He 
has partly recovered consciousness, and at any rate recognizes 
his daughter, who has divided her time between his bedside 
and her mother’s. The latter has fallen into a deep sleep of 
exhaustion, but will, I doubt not, recover. The girl came 
down into the hall when the king called. She bore her- 
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self well, they tell me, and would have retained her com- 
posure had it not been for the king himself. She came down 
the grand staircase with four of her maids behind her—for a 
notice had been sent half an hour before of his coming—pre- 
pared, no doubt, to meet a stiff and haughty king; but though 
Frederick can be every inch a king when he chooses, there 1s, 
as you know, no kinder-hearted man alive. 

‘He went forward bareheaded to meet her, and as she 
stopped and curtsied low he took her two hands and said, 
‘My poor child, 1 am sorry, more sorry than I can tell you, 
for what has happened, and hope with all my heart that your 
father, whom all respect and honour, will not be taken from 
you. No doubt you look upon meas an enemy; but although 
compelled to come here because your king is leagued with 
those who intend to destroy me and my country, I bear no 
ill-will to the people, and have given the strictest orders that 
my soldiers shall in all respects treat them as firm friends. 
But, unfortunately, there are scoundrels everywhere. These 
men have been punished as they deserved, and the whole army 
will join with me in deep regret at what has happened, and in 
the fervent hope that your father’s life will be spared. I grieve, 
too, to hear that the countess, your mother, has suffered so 
greatly from the shock, and hope soon to be able to express to 
her in person the regret I feel for what has taken place.’ 

“The kindness of his tone in saying all this broke her down 
more than the words of the king. He saw that she was unable 
to speak. ‘There, there, child,’ he said, ‘I know what you 
are feeling, and that you are longing to go upstairs again, so 
I will say good-bye. Keep up a brave heart, the surgeons 
have every hope that your father will recover. And believe 
that you will always have a friend in Frederick of Prussia.’ 
He kissed her on the cheek, and then turned and left the hall, 
followed by his staff.” 
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Three days later the doctors were able to say confidently that 
unless some change occurred for the worse they believed the 
count would recover. On the fourth day Fergus was sufficiently 
well to mount his horse. The countess and her daughter 
had repeatedly asked after him, and expressed their desire 
that he would come over as soon as he was well enough to do 
so. One of the aides-de-ccamp had gone over twice a day 
to inquire as to the progress the count was making. A guard 
had been placed at the gate, and an officer stationed there to 
receive the names of the stream of visitors from the city, and 
to inform them that the count was making satisfactory progress. 
By the doctor’s orders even the count’s most intimate friends 
were refused admission, as absolute quiet was needed. 

Fergus dismounted at the gate and walked up to the house. 
The maid who opened the door recognized him at once. ‘ Will 
you come in, sir?” she said with a beaming face. ‘I will tell the 
young countess you are here, and she will, I am sure, see you.” 

A minute later the girl ran down the stairs. As she came 
forward she stopped with sudden shyness. Absorbed in her 
anxiety for her father and mother, she had taken but little 
heed of the appearance of the officer who had saved them. 
That he was kind as well as brave she was sure, for although 
he had scarce spoken to her, the gentleness with which he had 
moved her father and her mother from the blood-stained room, 
and the promptness and decision with which he had given his 
orders had inspired her with absolute confidence in him. She 
had a vague idea that he was young, but his face, flecked here 
and there with blood, had left but a faint impression upon her 
memory, and when she saw the young officer in his spotless and 
imposing uniform she almost felt that there must be some 
mistake. 

“Are you Lieutenant Drummond, sir?’ she asked timidly. 

‘“‘T am, countess,” 
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“Was it really you who saved us the other night ?” 

“T had that good fortune,” he said with a smile. She took 
the hand he held out wonderingly, and then suddenly burst into 
tears. “Oh, sir,” she said, “is it possible that you who look so 
young can be the one who came to our assistance and killed 
those six evil men? It seems impossible. I have been so 
unhappy since. I did not know that you were wounded until 
the maids told me afterwards. I had never even asked. I let 
you go without one word of thanks for all that you have done 
for us. What must you have thought of me?” 

“T thought that you were a very courageous girl,” Fergus 
said earnestly, “‘and that after what you had gone through, the 
sight of your father as you believed dying, and your mother 
in such a state, you were wonderfully calm and composed. It 
would have been strange indeed had you thought of anything 
else at such a time.” 

“You are very good to say so, sir; but when I heard from the 
surgeons you sent, that you had fainted from loss of blood after 
delivering your message, I felt that I should never forgive 
myself. You had thought so much of us and not of yourself, 
you had gone about seeing to our comfort and giving orders 
and arranging everything, and all the time you yourself needed 
aid.” 

“The wound was a mere trifle,” he said, “and I scarce gave 
it a thought myself until I began to feel faint from loss of 
blood. I can assure you that the thought that you were un- 
grateful has never once entered my head.” 

“And now will you please come up to see my mother, sir. 
She will be most anxiously expecting you.” 

They went upstairs together, and turning to the right on 
the top of the stairs entered a pretty apartment that was 
evidently the countess’s boudoir. 

‘This is our preserver, mother,” the girl said as she entered. 
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The countess, who was advancing towards the door, stopped 
in surprise. She had been able from her daughter to gain no 
idea of the age of their rescuer, but the maids had all asserted 
that he was quite young. As he was, for so the surgeons had 
told her, one of Marshal Keith’s aides-de-camp, she had pictured 
to herself a fierce soldier, and the sight of this youth with his 
smooth pleasant face surprised her indeed. 

‘Yes, mother, it is himself,” the girl said. “I was as sur- 
prised as you are.” 

‘“‘T have no words to thank you, sir, for the most inestimable 
service which you have rendered us,” the countess said warmly 
as she held out her hand. ‘‘ Assuredly my husband would 
have died had aid been delayed but a few minutes. As tomy 
daughter and myself, they would probably have killed us to 
prevent our ever recognizing or giving evidence against them. 
They only spared our lives for a time in order to learn where 
our jewels were kept. This was but a comparative trifle, 
though the jewels are precious, and there are none more 
valuable in Saxony. I have no doubt that after stripping the 
house of its valuables they would have buried them, intending 
some day to recover them, and would then have fired the house 
in order to conceal all evidence of the crime that had been 
committed. It seemed to me wonderful before that one man 
should, single-handed, have attacked and slain them, but now 
that I see you it seems almost a miracle that you performed in 
our favour.” 

“Jt was no great feat, madam. I have the good fortune to 
be a fair swordsman, and soldiers, although they may know 
their military drill, have little chance with one who can use his 
weapon well. Then, too, I had fortunately but three to deal 
with at a time, and even then I should not have come off 
victorious had it not been for the courage of the maid, who ran 
boldly in, sprang on the back of one and threw him to the 
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ground, while he was waiting to get a steady aim at me with 
his pistol. J assuredly owe my life to her.” 

“The King of Prussia left twenty gold crowns for her when 
he was here, saying that it was payment for saving the life of 
one of his officers, and you may be sure that we shall not be 
ungrateful to her. Your death would have involved that of 
my husband and us. The king also ordered that inquiry 
should be made as to whether our men who were killed had 
families dependent upon them, and that, if so, pensions were to 
be given to these, as their loss had been occasioned by the evil 
deeds of some of his soldiers. It was very thoughtful and 
kind, and my daughter seems quite to have fallen in love with 
him. I hope that in a few days my husband will be able to 
see you. He does not know that you are here. If he did I 
am sure that he would wish to see you now; but the surgeons 
have insisted so strongly on absolute quiet that I dare not let 
him hear of your coming.” 

‘“T am delighted to learn that he is going on so well, madame. 
I sincerely trust that he will not long remain an invalid.” 

“T suppose you would not have recognized me?” the countess 
asked. 

“T should not, indeed. Of course, I could do nothing to aid 
you, and was chiefly occupied by the count. But indeed you 
were then so pale that I might well be excused for not knowing 
you again.” 

The countess was a very handsome woman of some seven 
or eight and thirty, with a noble figure and a gracious air, 
and bore no resemblance to the almost distraught woman with 
her hair falling over her face whom he had seen before. 

“JT am not a coward, Mr. Drummond,” she said, ‘‘and when 
those villains first ran in and attacked my husband I struggled 
desperately with the two who seized me, until I saw him drop, 
as I believed, dead; then my strength suddenly left me, and I 
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should have fallen to the ground had the men not thrown me 
back into the chair. I have a vague recollection of seeing 
Thirza, who had retired for the night but a minute or two 
previously, carried in bound and gagged. They asked me 
several questions, but I could not reply; and I think they 
learned from the frightened servants where the family jewels 
were kept. The clashing of swords and the firing of pistols 
roused me a little, and after it was all over, and I heard you 
say that my husband was still living, my heart gave one bound, 
and I knew nothing more of what happened until next day.” 

After chatting for a short time longer Fergus took his leave, 
well pleased to have got through a visit he had somewhat 
dreaded. 

The king remained for nearly a month at Dresden, engaged 
in carrying on negotiations with the Elector. By this delay he 
lost most of the advantages that his sudden movement had 
given him, but he was most anxious to detach Saxony and 
Poland from the confederacy against him, as he would then 
be able to turn his attention wholly to Austria, aided by the 
Saxons, while the Poles would aid his army in the east to keep 
the Russians in check. The Elector of Saxony, who was also 
King of Poland, however, was only negotiating in order to give 
time for Austria to gather an army in Bohemia, and so to 
relieve the Saxons, who were watched by the eastern column 
which had crossed the defiles into Bohemia and taken post near 
Koniggratz, while that of Prince Maurice of Brunswick pushed 
forward farther to threaten their line of retreat from the west. 

The king at last became convinced that the King of Poland 
was but trifling with him, and in the last week of September 
started to take the command of the centre, which was facing 
the entrance to the defile at Pirna. Marshal Keith had been 
sent, a week after Fergus was wounded, to assume the com- 
mand of the western column, hitherto commanded by Prince 
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Ferdinand of Brunswick. Fergus remained behind for ten 
days, at the end of which time he felt perfectly fit for service 
again. He still carried his arm in a sling, but a generous diet 
and good wine had filled his veins again, and upon the day the 
king left he rode with Karl to rejoin the marshal. 

He had been several times over to the chateau, and had on 
the last occasion seen the count, who, although still terribly 
weak, was now out of danger and able to sit on a couch 
propped up by pillows. His thanks were as earnest as those 
of the countess had been, and having heard that Fergus was 
to start on the following morning to join the army on the 
frontier, he said to him: 

‘There is no saying how far your king may carry his arms, 
nor where you may find yourself; the countess will therefore 
write letters addressed to intimate friends at various large 
towns, telling them that you have placed us under a vast 
obligation, and praying them to do for our sake all in their power 
for you, under whatever circumstances you may arrive there. 

‘She will write them on small pieces of paper, each with 
its name and address on the back, so that they will make a 
small and compact packet, not much bigger than an ordinary 
letter. I trust that when you return to Dresden, leutenant, I 
shall be able myself to do my best to prove my gratitude for 
your services.” 

After taking leave of the count, his wife, and daughter, Fergus 
rode back to the royal quarters. As Karl took his horse he said: 

“Herr lieutenant, I know not how we are going to 
manage.” 

‘In what way, Karl?” 

‘Two magnificent horses, complete with saddlery, holsters, 
and pistols, arrived here half an hour since; the man who 
brought them said they were from Count Eulenfurst, and 
handed me this note: 
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Pray accept the horses we send you as a feeble token of our grati- 
tude. May they, by their speed and staunchness, carry you unharmed 
through dangers well-nigh as great as those you faced for us/ 


Fergus walked by the side of the soldier as he led the horse 
round to the stable. ‘There, sir,” Karl said, pointing to a 
pair of splendid animals; “they are fit for a king.” 

Tis a noble gift, and, indeed, I doubt whether the king 
himself has such horses in his stables. The question is, what 
is to be done with them? My present charger is an excellent 
one, and, as a gift of the marshal, I could not part with it; as 
to the others, it is out of the question that I can take both, 
it would be altogether contrary to rules. I am entitled to 
forage for two horses, that is when forage is to be had. Ah! 
I see what had best be done; come to my room with me, I 
will give you a letter to the count.” 

He wrote as follows :— 

Dear Count Eulenfurst, 

I cannot refuse the noble gift that you have made me, and 
thank you and the countess for tt with all my heart. At present, 
however, it places me in a difficulty. Ardes-de-camp are allowed to 
take only two horses; indeed, my orderly could not take with him 
more than one led horse. The animal I have was the gift of Marshal 
Keith, that being so, you will see that I could not part with rt. The 
only solution, therefore, that occurs to me is to beg you to add to 
your kindness by taking care of the one that I send back to you by 
the bearer, until I return to Dresden, or find means to send for rt, an 
the event of one of the others being killed. The only fault with your 
gifts rs that they ought to be kept for state reviews or grand occasions, 
for it seems wrong to take such noble creatures into the midst of a 
heavy fire. I am sure that I shall feel more nervous lest a ball 
should injure my horse than I shall do for my own safety. 
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When he had folded and sealed this he handed it to Karl, 
who had followed shortly after him. ‘I am sending back one 
of the horses, Karl, and asking the count to take care of it for 
me, until I return or send for it. Do you see any difference 
between them ?” 

“Tt would be hard to pick the best, lieutenant. They both 
struck me as being perfect in all points—both are four years old.” 

‘Well, then, you must take one at random, Karl. Had one 
been better than the other I should have left it behind; as it 
is, take whichever you choose.” 

‘The man who brought them told me, sir, that both were 
bred on the count’s estates, and that he prided himself on having 
some of the best blood in Europe, both for beauty and stamina; 
he thought this pair were the pick of the stables.” 

“T almost wish I could leave them both behind, but I could 
not do so without hurting the feelings of the count and 
countess. But they are too good for an aide-de-camp’s work.” 

“T don’t think anything can be too good for that, sir. An 
alde-de-camp wants a horse that will stop at nothing, and some- 
times he has to ride for his life, pursued by the enemy’s cavalry. 
You will be the envy of the division on one of those horses.” 

Karl returned an hour later with a message from the 
countess, saying that she could not disturb her husband, who 
was then resting, but that she understood Mr. Drummond’s 
difficulty, and they should be very glad to take care of the 
horse for him until he wanted it. 

‘You did not see the countess, I suppose, Karl?” 

“Yes, sir, I saw her. She had me taken upstairs to her 
room. She asked if I was your servant, and when I said yes, 
she told me that she hoped I would take great care of you. I 
said that was my duty. ‘Nevertheless, do more than your duty,’ 
she said, ‘his life is a very precious one to us—is it not, Thirza?’ 


“The young lady nodded. ‘Here are five gold crowns for 
(at 393 ) F 
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yourself,’ she went on, handing me the money, ‘they may help 
to make your bivouac more comfortable; and now,’ she said, 
‘there is something else, but I do not wish you to tell your 
master.’ What am I to do, your honour ?” 

“You had better keep it to yourself, Karl,” Fergus laughed. 
‘J daresay I shall hear of it some day.” 

“Very well, lieutenant, then that 1s all there is to report.” 

The next morning Fergus started early. Two days pre- 
viously a Prussian governor had been appointed to Dresden, 
and three thousand men were left under his command. Similar 
appointments were also made to all the fortified towns in 
Saxony, for now that the negotiations were broken off and 
the King of Poland had declared finally for the Confederates, 
Saxony was to be treated as a conquered country. Neverthe- 
less strict injunctions were given that all cattle, wheat, and 
other provisions taken for the use of the garrisons, or for stor- 
ing up in fortresses whence it might be forwarded to the army, 
were to be paid for, and that any act of pillage or ill-treatment 
was to be most severely punished, as the king was still most 
anxious to gain the good-will of the mass of the population. 


CHAPTER V. 
LOBOSITZ. 


im Dresden itself the feeling was far from hostile to the in- 

vaders. The discontent with the vicious government had 
been extreme, and the imposts now levied were less onerous 
than those which had been wasted in profusion and extrava- 
gance. The conduct of the troops had been admirable; and in 
the case of Count Eulenfurst, the personal visit of the king to 
express his regrets, and his generosity to the families of the 
servants, had produced a most excellent effect. As Fergus rode 
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into the camp, mounted on his new acquisition, it at once caught 
the marshal’s eye. 

“Why, Fergus,” he exclaimed, “have you been robbing the 
King of Poland’s stables? That is a noble animal indeed.” 

“Tt was a present from Count Eulenfurst, marshal,” Fergus 
replied. ‘“ He sent me two, but one of them he is going to keep 
for me until I return, for I could not part with Rollo, who is as 
good a horse as anyone can wish to ride, and I know his paces.” 

“You are right, lad, for it is always well to accustom yourself 
to a horse before you want to use it in action; but in faith, it will 
bea pity to ride such a horse as that through the heat of a battle.” 

“| feel that, sir; but as the count jn his letter with the horses 
sald that he hoped they would carry me safely through dangers 
as grave as those I had encountered at his house, I feel that he 
would be hurt if on my return I admitted to him that I had 
saved it for show occasions.” 

“You are right,” Keith said approvingly, “but that is the 
more reason that you should accustom yourself to it before you 
use it for such work, as horse and rider should be as one on 
the field of battle, and unless the horse has absolute confidence 
in its rider it is very difficult to keep it steady under fire.” 

‘‘T suppose we shall not see the king for some time, marshall,” 
Fergus said later as Keith was chatting with him. 

“On the contrary, he will be with us to-morrow. He rides 
to-day to have another look at the Saxon position and to give 
his orders there; he will to-morrow morning join us. It is we 
who are likely to have the first fighting, for the Austrians must 
come to the relief of the Saxons, who are shut up as in a trap by 
our divisions. They made a great mistake in not retiring at 
once into Bohemia, which they could have done without difh- 
culty had they lost no time. ‘There is no greater mistake than 
shutting a large force up either in a fortress or an intrenched 
camp, unless that fortress is an absolute obstacle to an enemy. 
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This is not the case with Pirna. The mountains can be crossed 
at many other points, and by leaving five or six thousand men 
in a strong position at the end of each defile we could disregard 
them altogether and march on southward. They have already 
been three weeks there, and we believe that they cannot hold 
out very much longer. However, it is probable that they may 
be able to do so until an Austrian force comes up and tries to 
relieve them. 

“From what we hear two armies have already entered 
Bohemia, and we may expect that our first battle will not be 
far distant.” 

“Do we block the only line of retreat, sir?” Fergus asked. 

‘No, indeed. We do not absolutely close the direct road, 
but our position and that of Marshal Schwerin facing Konig- 
gratz so menaces their line of retreat that they dare not venture 
from their shelter, and our cavalry render it impossible for any 
supplies to be thrown in unless the convoy is supported by an 
army. ‘There are, we know, paths across the hills by which 
infantry might effect a passage, but as there is nowhere a place 
for them to retire to, we should easily overtake them and force 
them to surrender. No, their only hope is in the coming of 
relief.” 

A few hours later the king himself rode in. In the evening 
orders were issued that a force of cavalry and infantry were 
to march at daylight, and that the rest of the army were to 
follow two hours later. It was soon known that the king had 
received news that Marshal Browne, an Irish officer of great 
distinction, who commanded the Austrian force gathered at 
Budin on the Eger, was expecting the arrival of artillery and 
pontoons from Vienna in the course of a day or two, and was 
preparing to cross the river. It was evident, then, that his 
intention was to relieve the Saxon army in the first place. 

The roads through the defiles were very heavy and difficult, 
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but that afternoon the advance force reached Termitz. Late 
in the evening the rest of the army arrived there. 

A squadron of cavalry had been sent off as soon as the 
vanguard arrived to ascertain the movements of the enemy, 
and they returned at ten at night with information that the 
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Austrians had crossed the Eger that day and were to encamp 
at Lobositz. The army at once moved on across the moun- 
tains, and after a very difficult and fatiguing march arrived 
near Lobositz, and lay down for some hours in the order in 
which they had marched, taking up their position as soon as 
it was light. The infantry were in two lines, their left was 
posted on a steep hill known as the Lobosch, part of whose 
lower slopes extended to the village of Lobositz. <A battery 
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with infantry supports took post on a hill called Homolka, 
which commanded the whole plain between the two armies, the 
centre stretched across the valley between those hills. 

On the low hill on which stood the little town the Austrians 
had thrown up intrenchments and posted a very strong artillery 
force, whose fire would sweep a greater portion of the Prussian 
position. Except at this point the ground between the two 
armies was low and swampy. ‘The Austrian force was greatly 
superior in numbers, consisting of 72 squadrons of horse, 52 
battalions of infantry, and 98 guns; while the Prussians had 
55 squadrons, 26 battalions, and 102 guns. It was evident to 
both commanders that the village of Lobositz was the decisive 
point, and indeed the nature of the ground was such as to 
render operations almost impossible in the marshy plain in- 
tersected by rivulets, which in many places formed large ponds. 

At seven in the morning the Prussian action began by a heavy 
fire between the left on the slopes of Lobosch and 4000 Croats 
and several battalions of Hungarians scattered among the vine- 
yards, and the stone walls dividing them. A heavy fog covered 
the whole country, and until a full view could be obtained of 
the position of the enemy neither of the commanders deemed 
it prudent to move. 

At twelve o'clock, however, the fog began to clear up. The 
main body of the Austrians was still invisible, and the king, 
seeing but a comparatively small force in the plain near 
Lobositz, thought that this must be the rear-guard of the 
Austrians, who, he imagined, having found the line by which 
they intended to succour the Saxons occupied in force, had 
retired, having thrown up batteries and left a strong force at 
Lobositz to prevent the Prussians from advancing. To ascer- 
tain this twenty squadrons of cavalry were ordered to advance, 
but on doing so they were received by so tremendous a fire 
from the batteries of the village, and from others at Sulowitz, 
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another village in the plain on their right, that they fell back 
with much loss, pursued by the Austrian cavalry. 

By the time they had resumed their positions behind the 
infantry the fog had entirely lifted, and the king and Marshal 
Keith obtained a full view of the Austrian position from 
the spot where they had stationed themselves on the hill. 
They agreed that no attack could be made against the enemy’s 
centre or left, and that they could be assailed only on their 
right. The troops on the Lobosch Hill were, therefore, largely 
reinforced, and the whole army advanced, inclining towards the 
left so as to attack Lobositz from the side of the plain as well 
as from that of the mountain. A tremendous artillery fire 
from the guns on the hills heralded the advance. The troops 
on the Lobosch Hill made their way forward rapidly. The 
ground was so steep that they commanded a view down into 
the vineyard, and their fire was so heavy that the Croats and 
Hungarians fell as fast as they raised their heads above the 
stone walls to fire; and although General Browne reinforced 
them by some of the best Austrian infantry, they were rapidly 
driven down towards Lobositz. 

At the foot of the hill they were supported by several 
more battalions brought from the Austrian centre. General 
Lacy, who commanded these, was wounded. The Prussians 
halted at the foot of the slope and were reformed, having 
fallen into some disorder from the irregular nature of the 
ground over which they had been fighting; the guns were 
brought forward so as to cover their next advance, while a 
very strong force was sent to support the batteries on the 
Homolka Hill, so as to check the enemy’s centre and left, 
should they attempt any movement across the plain. In the 
meantime Marshal Browne was reinforcing the defenders of 
Lobositz with the whole of his right wing. The village was 
defended with desperate bravery, but owing to the position, 
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the king was able to reinforce the assailants very much more 
rapidly than the Austrian commander could bring up his 
distant troops. The Prussian artillery concentrated their fire 
upon the place, and set it in flames from end to end, when its 
defenders were forced to abandon it and retreat with precipi- 
tation on their cavalry. 

In orcer to cover their withdrawal the Austrian left moved 
down to the village of Sulowitz and endeavoured to pass the 
dam over a marshy rivulet in front of it, but the fire from the 
battery on the Homolka rendered it impossible for them to 
form and also set that village on fire, and they were therefore 
called back. The Austrian centre moved to its right and 
occupied the ground behind Lobositz as soon as the defenders 
of the village had fallen back, and then Marshal Browne formed 
up his whole force afresh. His position was now as strong as 
it had been when the battle first began, for the Prussians could 
not advance except between the swampy ground and the river, 
and would have been exposed while doing so to the fire of 
batteries both in front and in flank. The Austrians were still 
greatly superior in numbers, and all the advantages that had 
been gained might have been lost by a renewal of the action. 

The total loss in killed, wounded, and prisoners on the part 
of the Austrians was 3308, that of the Prussians was about the 
same. Although indecisive—and indeed claimed as a victory 
by both parties—the consequences showed that the advantage 
lay with the Prussians. Marshal Browne’s object had been 
to relieve the Saxons, Frederick’s to prevent this, and for the 
moment he had wholly succeeded. On the other hand was the 
fact that Marshal Browne had drawn off his army practically 
intact, and that it was impossible for the king to winter in 
Bohemia, as he would have done had the Austrian army been 
defeated and dispersed; and the latter were still in a position 
to make a fresh attempt to rescue the Saxons. 
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To prevent this the king despatched the Duke of Bevern 
with a large force, as if to get between the Austrians and the 
river Eger. ‘This movement had the desired effect; Marshal 
Browne at once fell back, recrossed the river, and took up his 
position at his former camp at Budin. From there he opened 
communications with the Saxons, and it was arranged that 
these should pass the Elbe, and that he, with 8000 men, should 
also do so and march to meet them. ‘The Saxons, however, 
were detained owing to the terrible weather and the enormous 
difficulty of the defiles, and only crossed on the 13th. In the 
meantime the Prussians had taken up positions to cut off the 
Saxon retreat, and after crossing they found themselves hemmed 
in and the roads so commanded by newly-erected batteries, that, 
being utterly exhausted by fatigue and hardships, they had no 
resource but to surrender. ‘The terms enforced were hard, the 
officers were allowed to depart on giving their parole not to serve 
again, but the whole of the rank and file were incorporated in 
the Prussian army. 

Fergus Drummond and Lindsay stood by their horses, with 
the other members of the staff, some short distance behind 
the king and Marshal Keith as they anxiously endeavoured to 
discover the whereabouts and intentions of the Austrian army, 
while the crack of musketry between the Croats and the 
troops who were gradually pressing them down the hill con- 
tinued unabated. 

“This is slow work, Drummond,” Lindsay said as hour after 
hour passed. “I should not like to have anything to do with 
the king just at present. It is easy to see how fidgety he is, 
and no wonder. For aught we know there may be only three 
or four thousand men facing us, and while we are waiting 
here the whole Austrian army may have crossed over again 
and be marching up the river-bank to form a junction with 
the Saxons, or they may have gone by the defiles we tra- 
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versed the last two days, and may come down into Saxony 
and fall on the rear of our camp, watching Pirna, while the 
Saxons are attacking in front. No wonder his majesty paces 
backwards and forwards like a wild beast in a cage.” 

From time to time an aide-de-camp was sent off with some 
order involving the movement of a battalion farther to the 
right or left, and the addition of a few guns to the battery on 
Homolka Hill. Fergus had taken his turn in carrying the 
orders. He had, two days before, abandoned his sling, and 
scarcely felt any inconvenience from the wound, which indeed 
would have been of slight consequence had it not been for the 
excessive loss of blood. 

“These movements mean nothing,’ Lindsay said as he 
returned from one of these rides. ‘‘The marshal makes the 
changes simply for the sake of doing something—partly, 
perhaps, to take the king’s attention off this confounded delay, 
partly to interest the troops, who must be just as restless and 
impatient as we are.” 

The messages were taken alternately by the king’s aides- 
de-camp and the marshal’s. At length, as the fog began to lift, 
the interest in the scene heightened. The king and Keith 
talked long and earnestly together as they watched the village 
of Lobositz. 

“They have got some strong batteries there,” Lindsay said, 
‘“‘but as far as one can see there does not appear to be any large 
body of troops. I suppose it is meant that the troops on the 
slopes shall retire there, and make a strong stand. I am 
bound to say that it looks very much as if Browne had only 
left a strong guard here to keep us from issuing from this defile, 
and that his whole army moved away last night, and may now 
be some thirty miles away on their march towards Saxony.” 

As the fog lifted still more, they could see the stream 
running right across the plain, and the little village of Sulo- 
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witz on its bank apparently still and deserted. Presently 
Keith wrote an order on a tablet, and Lindsay was sent off. 
with it to the general commanding the cavalry. 

“Something is going to be done at last, Drummond,” he 
said, as he mounted. “It is an order to the cavalry.” 

An order was then despatched to the battery on Homolka 
Hill and to the batteries on the left. Two more battalions 
of infantry then moved up to press the Croats more quickly 
down the hill. Fergus watched Lindsay, and saw him ride 
up to the general. Several officers at once galloped off; there 
Was a movement among the cavalry, and then twenty squadrons 
passed out through the intervals between the brigades of in- 
fantry and trotted out through the mouth of the valley. They 
went on without interruption until abreast of Lobositz, and 
then a great number of men ran suddenly up from the houses 
of the village to the batteries. A minute later some thirty guns 
poured their fire into the Prussian cavalry, while at the same 
moment the guns of a heavy battery hitherto unseen poured 
in their fire from Sulowitz on their left flank, while from rising 
ground not visible behind it came the roar of thirty more pieces. 

So rapidly had the aides-de-camp been sent off that Fergus 
was the only one remaining available. The king spoke a few 
words to the marshal, and then said to Fergus: 

“Ride, sir, with my orders to the officer commanding the 
cavalry out there, and tell him to retire at once.” 

Fergus ran back to where Karl was holding his horse. 
‘Follow me, Karl,” he said, as he sprang into the saddle, and 
then rode rapidly down the steep hill; and as soon as he reached 
the valley, dashed off at a headlong gallop. 

“T have orders, Karl, to recall the cavalry, who will be 
destroyed unless they return. Should [ fall, carry the order 
to their commander.” 

The din was now prodigious. The whole of the Prussian 
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batteries had opened on Lobositz and Sulowitz, and between 
the thunder of the guns came the incessant crackling of 
musketry on the hill to hisright. Passing through the infantry, 
Fergus dashed across the plain. He was mounted on the 
horse the marshal had given him, as the other was not yet 
uccustomed to stand fire. The noble animal, as if delighted 
to be on level ground again, and excited by the roar of 
battle, carried him along at the top of its speed without any 
need of urging. Fergus knew that on the heights behind, the 
king and Keith would be anxiously watching him, for the 
peril of the cavalry was great, and the concussion of the guns 
was now causing the fog to lft rapidly; and as he rode he 
could dimly make out dark masses of men all along the rising 
ground behind Sulowitz, and knew that the Austrian cavalry 
might at any moment sweep down on the Prussians. 

He was drawing abreast of Lobositz, when suddenly a 
squadron of cavalry dashed out from the village. Their object 
was evidently to cut him off, and prevent any message that 
he might bear reaching the Prussian cavalry, which were now 
halted half a mile ahead. Their officers were endeavouring to 
re-form them from the confusion into which they had fallen 
from the speed at which they had ridden, and the heavy losses 
they had sustained. He saw at once that the Austrians would 
cross his line, and reined in his horse to allow Karl to come 
up to him. Had not the trooper been exceptionally well 
mounted he would have been left far behind. As it was, while 
pressing his charger to the utmost he was still some fifty yards 
in rear of Fergus. As soon as he came up, the latter said: 
“We must cut our way through the Austrians; ride close to 
me. We will'ease our horses a httle until we are within fifty 
yards, and then go at them at full speed. If I fall and you 
get through, carry the orders to retire to the general command- 
ing the cavalry.” 
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The Austrian cavalry had formed up in two troops, one twenty 
yards behind the other, and each in line two deep extending 
across the road by which Fergus was riding. Seeing by the 
speed at which he was travelling that the Prussian staff-officer 
had no intention of surrendering, the Austrian in command 
gave the order to charge when they were some filty yards away. 

“Now, Karl, boot to boot, go right at them;” and with 
pistols in their left hands and their swords in their right they 
sent their horses at full speed against the enemy. These had 
scarcely got into motion when, like a thunderbolt, Fergus and 
his orderly burst down upon them. The shock was irresist- 
ible. Their horses were much heavier and more powertul 
than those of the Austrians, and their weight and impetus 
carried all before them. Not a blow was struck, horse and 
rider went down before them, or were swept aside. They 
were scarcely conscious that they were through before they 
encountered the second line. 

Here the fight was much more severe. Fergus cut down 
two of his opponents, and with a pistol-shot rid Karl of an 
antagonist who was pressing him hard, and after a minute of 
wild confusion they were through the line and riding at head- 
long speed towards the Prussians. Pistols cracked out behind 
them, but before the Austrians had time to turn and aim they 
were already fifty yards away, and going at a speed that soon 
left their pursuers behind. As soon as the latter saw this they 
drew off, and trotted back to Lobositz. 

Fergus rode up to the officer commanding the cavalry. 

‘“T bear the king’s orders to you, general, to retire at once 
with your command.” 

It was time, for a body of Austrian cavalry of much greater 
strength could be seen galloping towards them from the high 
ground half a mile distant. In half a minute the Prussians 
were in motion. but, as they returned, the storm of fire from the 
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two villages burst out again with redoubled violence. Men 
and horses rolled over, but, closing up quickly, the squadrons 
swepton. The general remained stationary until his last squad- 
ron thundered by, and then galloped forward again and took 
his place at their head. Fergus had followed him, when there 
was a sudden crash, and he was thrown with tremendous force 
over his horse’s head, and there lay stunned with the shock. 

When he recovered he staggered to his feet, and saw that he 
was surrounded by Austrian cavalry, these having halted just 
where he fell, as pursuit of the Prussians was hopeless, and 
the balls from the Prussian batteries were falling thick. 

‘You are our prisoner, sir,” an officer said to him. 

“So I see,” Fergus said bitterly. ‘It is hard luck just at 
the beginning of the campaign.” 

“Tt is the fortune of war,” the Austrian said with a smile; 
“and indeed, I don’t think that you have any reason to 
grumble, for had that shot struck a few inches farther back it 
would have carried off both your legs.” 

A sharp order was now given to retire. One of the 
troopers was ordered to give his horse to Fergus, and to mount 
behind a comrade, and they rode back to the Austrian main 
position on the rising ground. Fergus was at once taken to the 
marshal in command of the Austrians. 

‘What is your name, sir?” the latter asked. 

“Fergus Drummond. I have the honour to be an aide-de- 
camp on Marshal Keith’s staff.” 

‘A Scotchman, I suppose?” the marshal said, breaking into 
English. 

“Ves, sir.” 

“What force is there opposed to us?” 

“That I cannot say, sir. I only joined the army two days 
avo, and have been on the march ever since.” 

“Who is its commander?” 
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“Marshal Keith, sir; but the king himself is with it.” 

“T will see that you are made comfortable presently, Mr. 
Drummond. Captain Wingratz, will you conduct this officer 
to the rear, and place a couple of soldiers to see that he is not 
annoyed or interfered with in any way.” 

Fergus was led away. Captain Wingratz called up two 
troopers and, choosing an elevated spot of ground, told them 
to dismount and allow no one to speak to the officer. “ From 
here,” he said courteously to Drummond, “ you will get a view 
of the field of battle.” 

Fergus sat down on the grass and remained a spectator of 
the fight to the end of the day. He marked at once that the 
combat had rolled down the hill, and that the Prussians were 
making their way in force towards Lobositz. Then he saw 
heavy masses of infantry from the Austrian right move for- 
ward to aid in its defence. For two hours the battle raged 
round the village, the whole of the guns on both sides aiding 
in the fight, then volumes of smoke and flame rose and the 
Austrians were seen retiring. Sulowitz still kept up a heavy 
fire, and he saw a strong body from the Austrian left move 
down there, while the centre advanced to cover the retreat of 
the defenders of Lobositz, and to check the advancing masses 
of the Prussians, and he thought for a time that a general 
engagement was about to take place. Then he saw the Prussian 
advance cease, the roar of cannon gradually died away, and the 
battle was at an end. For.an hour he remained apparently 
unnoticed, then Captain Wingratz rode up with another officer. 

“IT am sorry to have neglected you so long, Lieutenant 
Drummond, but you see it was the fault of your own people 
who have kept us so busy. This is Lieutenant Kerr, a com- 
patriot of yours, who will take special charge of you.” 

“Yam sorry that our meeting cannot take place under 
more favourable circumstances,” Kerr said, holding out his 
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hand. “It might well have been the other way. Now come 
with me to my tent. I have no doubt that you are hungry; 
I can assure you that I am.” 

Lhe two walked together for about a quarter of a mile, the 
Austrian officer having left as soon as he had introduced them. 

“There were three of us here this morning,” Kerr said as 
they entered the tent. ‘The other two are missing. One I 
know is killed, the other badly wounded, but whether he is 
dead or a prisoner I cannot say. By the way, are you not the 
officer who cut his way through the squadron of our regiment, 
and went on and joined your cavalry, who at once fell back? I 
was in Lobositz myself; my squadron was not ordered out. 
As J hear that you were found by our cavalry as they followed 
the Prussians, it struck me that it might be you, although from 
Lobositz we could only see that it was a staff uniform that the 
officer wore.” 

“Yes, it was I. I was carrying an order for the cavalry to 
retire.” 

“That was what we supposed, as soon as you were seen 
coming down the valley, and as it would have suited us much 
better for the Prussian cavalry to have stayed where it was for 
a little longer, the general sent out a squadron to intercept you. 
It was a splendid thing to do on your part. Of course there 
were a number of us watching from the earth-works, and I can 
assure you that there was a general inclination to cheer as you 
cut your way through our fellows. I am sure that if I had 
known that it was a countryman I should have done it, though 
the action was at the expense of my own regiment. Our 
squadron suffered heavily as they rode back again, for that 
battery from the Homolka turned its attention to them as soon 
as you had gone through. They had an officer and nearly 
thirty men killed and wounded before they got back into 
shelter. How long have you been out here?” 
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“Only about two months?” 

“Really! You are lucky in getting on to Keith’s staff.” 

‘He is a cousin of my mother’s,” Fergus said. 

“And he made you lieutenant and aide-de-camp at once.” 

“No; I was first a cornet, but I was promoted at Dresden. 
The king had given strict orders about plundering, and it 
happened that I came upon some marauders at their work 
and had the good fortune to rescue a gentleman of some im- 
portance from their hands, and the king, who was furious at 
his orders being disobeyed, himself promoted me. I had 
been lucky enough to get myself wounded in the affair. As 
I lost a good deal of blood I looked no doubt a good deal 
worse than I was, and I expect that had a good deal to do 
with my getting the step.” 

“Well, you are a lucky fellow. I was eight years a cornet 
before I got promoted.” 

“YT think my bad luck in getting captured balances my good 
fortune in being promoted so soon.” 

“To some extent perhaps it does, but you will get the 
benefit when you return. No doubt Fritz was watching you 
as you rode; he must have seen our cavalry coming down 
the slope before the man in command of your squadrons 
could have done so, and must have felt that they were lost 
unless his orders were received. He must have been relieved 
indeed when he saw you reach them.” 

This had indeed been the case. The king and marshal had 
both been watching through their glasses the Prussian cavalry, 
and marked how the ground behind them was dotted thickly 
with the bodies of horses and men. 

“Will they never stop?” the king said impatiently. “These 
cavalry men are always getting into scrapes with their im- 
petuosity. Gorlitz must have known that he was only sent 
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fight their whole army. Ie ought to have turned as soon as 
that cross-fire of their batteries opened upon them.” 

“He knew that your majesty and the whole army would be 
watching him, sire,” Keith said quietly, ‘“‘and I fancy that, 
under such circumstances, few cavalry men would draw rein 
till they had done something worthy of themselves.” 

At this moment the fog-wreath moved away. 

“See,” the king exclaimed, ‘‘there is a great body of 
Austrian cavalry moving along behind Sulowitz. That rise 
behind the village must hide them from our men. Where 
is your messenger, Keith ?” 

‘There he goes, sire; he is well out of the valley now, and by 
the pace he is riding at he won’t be long before he reaches them.” 

“He won't reach them at all,” the king said curtly, a minute 
later. ‘‘See, there is a squadron of horse riding out from 
Lobositz to cut him off. No doubt they guess what his errand 
is.” 

‘‘T see them, sire, and he must see them too. He is check- 
ing his horse, for his orderly is coming up to him.” 

“Then the cavalry will be lost,” the king said. ‘‘The enemy’s 
batteries are playing havoc with them, and they will have the 
Austrians down upon them in a few minutes. Ah! I expect 
Gorlitz sees them now; our men are halting and forming up. 
I suppose he means to charge the Austrians when they come 
up, but there are three to one against bim. He is lost.” 

“There is hope yet, sire,” Keith said, as he again turned his 
glass on Fergus; “my aide-de-camp is going to charge the 
Austrian squadron.” 

“So he is!” the king exclaimed, lowering his glass, for the 
distance was little more than half a mile from the spot where 
he stood. ‘ He must be mad.” 

“Tt is possible he may do it, sire; his orderly is riding boot to 
boot beside him. You know already that he is a good swords- 
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man. He will have the advantage that the enemy won't dream 
of his attacking them, and the rate at which they are riding 
will help them through. ‘There he goes!” and he raised the 
glass again to his eye. “Bravo! they are through the first 
troop and still together. Now they are at it. There, sire, 
they are through the second troop. Bravo, Fergus!” 

The king made no remark until he saw the Austrian squadron 
draw rein, then he said: 

“Thank God, he has saved the cavalry! It was a glorious deed. 
Marshal Keith, make out his commission as a captain to-day.” 

‘He is very young, sire,” the marshal said hesitatingly. 

‘‘By Heaven, sir, | would promote him if he were an infant 
in arms!” the king replied. “ Why, Keith, the loss of half our 
cavalry would have crippled us, and cavalry men are not made 
ina day. ‘There, he has reached them now. I see they are 
wheeling. Well, and quickly done! Yes, they won’t be over- 
taken; but three minutes later, and not a man would have 
come back. Colonel Rogner,” he said to one of the group of 
oficers behind him, “you will please ride down and meet the 
cavalry when they come in, and convey to Lieutenant Drum- 
mond my highest satisfaction at the gallant manner in which 
he has carried out my orders. You will also inform General 
Gorlitz that in my opinion he pushed his reconnaissance much 
too far, but that [ am well content with the bravery shown by 
the troops, and at the manner in which he drew them off on 
1ecelpt of my order.” 

In five-and-twenty minutes the colonel returned and said: 

“T regret to say, your majesty, that Lieutenant Drummond 
is missing. | have inquired among the officers, and find that 
as he was following General Gorlitz he and his horse suddenly 
pitched forward and lay without movement. L[vidently the 
horse was killed by a cannon-shot, but whether Mr. Drummond 
was also killed they could not say.” 
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“We must hope not,” the king said warmly. ‘I would not 
lose so gallant a young officer for a great deal. Keith, if we 
take Lobositz to-day, let a most careful search be made over 
the ground the cavalry passed, for his body. If it is found, so 
much the worse; if not, 1t will be a proof that he is either 
wounded or unhurt, and that he has been carried off by the 
Austrian cavalry who passed over the same ground as ours, 
and who certainly would not trouble themselves to carry off 
his body.” 


CHAPTER VI. 


A PRISONER. 


HE next morning a horse was brought round for Fergus, 
and he at once started under the escort of a captain, and 
Lieutenant Kerr and fifty troopers, with thirteen other officers 
taken prisoners at Lobositz. Seven hundred rank and file had 
also been captured. These, however, were to march under 
an infantry escort on the following day. Fergus afterwards 
learned that sixteen officers, of whom eleven belonged to the 
cavalry, had been killed, and eighty-one officers and about 
eighteen hundred men wounded, in the desperate fighting at 
Lobositz. 

Fergus found that among the Austrians the battle of the 
previous day was considered a victory, although they had lost 
their advanced post at Lobositz. 

“T cannot say it seemed so to me,” he said to the heutenant 
as they rode away from the camp. 

‘Why, we have prevented the king from penetrating into 
Bohemia.” 

“But the king could have done that three days ago without 
fighting a battle,” Fergus said, ‘just as Schwerin did at 
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Koniggratz. There would have been no need to have marched 
night and day across the mountains in order to give battle to 
an army nearly twice the strength of his own. His object 
was to prevent you from drawing off the Saxons, and in that 
he perfectly succeeded.” 

‘Oh, there are other ways of doing that! We had only to 
keep along the other side of the Elbe until we faced Pirna, then 
they could have joined us.” 

“Tt sounds easy,” Fergus laughed, “but it would not be so 
easy to execute. These mountain defiles are terrible, and you 
may be sure that the king will not be idle while you and the 
Saxons are marching to meet each other. However, it was a 
hard-fought battle, and I should think that our loss must be 
quite as great as yours, for your artillery must have played 
terrible havoc among our infantry as they marched to the 
assault of the village.” 

“Yes. I hear this morning that we have lost about a 
hundred and twenty officers killed and wounded, and about 
two thousand one hundred and fifty men, and nearly seven 
hundred missing or prisoners. What your loss is, of course, I 
can’t say.” 

“YT cannot understand your taking so many prisoners,” 
Fergus said. 

“A great many of them belong to the cavalry; you see all 
who were dismounted by the fire of our guns were captured 
when our horse swept down.” 

“Ah, yes! I did not think of that. I saw a good many men 
running across the plain when I galloped out.” 

Two of the officers belonged to the 3rd Royal Dragoon 
Guards, half of which regiment had taken part in the recon- 
naissance, and both their horses, like his own, had been shot 
under them. As soon as they were brought up from the 
tents where they had been lodged they exchanged a cordial 
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greeting with Fergus. He no longer belonged to the regiment, 
as on his promotion he had been gazetted from it on to the 
staff, but during the time he had drilled with them in Berlin 
he had come to be well known to all of them. 

“JT thought that it was you, lieutenant,” one of them said. 
‘“T was not far from you when you charged through those 
Austrians. I was unhorsed as we went forward, and was run- 
ning back when I saw them come out. There were a good many 
of us, and I thought their object was to capture us. It was no 
use running, and I threw myself down in hopes they would 
think I had been knocked over. You passed within thirty 
yards of me. Our guns opened so heavily on them after you 
had got through that I thought it prudent to keep quiet a little 
longer before 1 made a move, and the result was that the 
Austrian cavalry, as it came along in the pursuit of our men, 
picked me up. Do you know where we are bound for?” 

“Prague in the first instance, but beyond that J cannot say. 
I suppose it will depend a good deal on what takes place now. 
There is no doubt the Saxons will have to surrender, and I 
suppose that, anyhow, they will send us farther away, unless 
indeed there is an exchange of prisoners.” 

A long day’s ride took them to Prague. The news of the 
battle had been sent off the night before, and as it had been 
reported as a victory, the inhabitants were in a state of great 
delight; bonfires blazed in the streets, church bells rang in 
triumphant peals, and the whole population was abroad. The 
arrival of this party with prisoners afforded a welcome confir- 
mation of the news. There were a few yells and hoots as they 
rode along in charge of their escort, but as a rule the people 
stood silent as if in respect for their misfortunes, for most of 
the captives were wounded. They were taken to the military 
prison and comfortable quarters assigned to them, and the 
wounds of those who required it were re-dressed by a surgeon. 
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There was a hearty parting between Fergus and Kerr as the 
latter, after handing over his prisoners, turned to ride off with 
the escort to the barracks. 

‘“T start early to-morrow for the camp again,” he said. ‘If 
you are kept here I am sure to see you again before long.” 

Fergus shared a room with Captain Hindeman, an officer of 
the 3rd. 

“T don’t think it at all lkely we shall remain here,” the 
latter said. “It is more probable that we shall be sent to 
Olmiitz or to one of the smaller fortresses in Moravia. The 
war is, they will think, likely to be confined to Bohemia until 
the spring, if indeed the king does not have to stand on the 
defensive. I cannot help thinking myself that we should have 
done better if we had let things go on quietly till the spring. 
It is not probable that Russia and Austria would have been 
more ready then than they are now, and we should have had 
the whole summer before us, and might have marched to Vienna 
before the campaign was over. Now they will all have the 
winter to make their preparations, and we shall have France, 
Austria, and Russia, to say nothing of Poland, on our hands. 
It is a tremendous job even for Frederick to tackle.” 

They remained for three weeks at Prague, and were then 
informed by the governor that he had orders for them to be 
removed to Olmiitz. Accordingly the next day eight of the 
officers started on horseback under an escort. When they 
reached Briinn they found that they were to be separated, and 
the next morning Captain Hindeman and Fergus were taken to 
the fortress of Spielberg. 

“An awkward place either to get in or out of, Drummond,” 
the captain said as they approached the fortress. 

‘Very much so,” Fergus agreed. ‘But if I see a chance, 
I shall certainly do my best to escape before spring.” 

“J don’t think there is much chance of that,” the other said 
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gloomily. ‘If we had been left at Prague, or even at Briinn, 
there might have been some chance; but in these fortresses, 
where everything is conducted on a very severe system, and 
they are veritable prisons, I don’t think that anything without 
wings has a chance of getting away.” 

As a rule, officers taken prisoners in war enjoyed a consider- 
able amount of liberty, and were even allowed to reside in the 
houses of citizens on giving their parole. The enforced em- 
bodiment of the Saxons in the Prussian army had, however, 
excited such a storm of indignation throughout Europe that it 
greatly damaged Frederick’s cause. It was indeed an unheard-of 
proceeding and a most mistaken one, for the greater part of 
the Saxons seized opportunities to desert as soon as the next 
campaign began. It was the more ill-advised since Saxony 
was a Protestant country, and therefore the action alienated 
the other Protestant princes in Germany, whose sympathies 
would have otherwise been wholly with Prussia, and it was to 
no small extent due to that high-handed action that during 
the winter the Swedes joined the Confederacy, and undertook 
to supply an army of 50,000 men, France paying a subsidy 
towards their maintenance, and the members of the Confederacy 
agreeing that, upon the division of Prussia, Pomerania should 
fall to the share of Sweden. Thus it may be said that the 
whole of Central and Northern Europe, with the exception 
only of Hanover, was leagued against Prussia. 

It was a result of this general outburst of indignation that, 
instead of being kept in a large town and allowed various privi- 
leges, the prisoners taken at the battle of Lobositz were treated 
with exceptional severity and confined in isolated fortresses. 
Fergus and his companion were lodged in a small room in one 
of the towers. The window was strongly barred, the floor 
was of stone, the door massive and studded with iron. Two 
truckle-beds, a table, and two chairs formed the sole furniture, 
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“Not much chance of an escape here,” Captain Hindeman 
said, as the door closed behind their guards. 

“The prospect does not look very bright I admit,” Fergus 
said cheerfully, ‘“‘but we have a proverb, ‘Where there is a will 
there is away’. I have the will certainly, and as we have 
plenty of time before us it will be hard if we do not finda 
way.” He went to the window and looked out. ‘Over a 
hundred feet,” he said, ‘‘and I should say a precipice fully as 
deep at the foot of the wall. At any rate, we have the advan- 
tage of an extensive view. I am glad to see that there is a 
fireplace, for the cold will be bitter here when the winter sets 
in. I wonder whether the rooms above and below this are 
tenanted ?” 

Hindeman shrugged his shoulders, he was not at present in 
a mood to take interest in anything. 

It was now the end of October, and Fergus was very glad 
when the door opened again and a warder came in with two 
soldiers who carried huge baskets of firewood, and it was not 
long before a large fire was blazing on the hearth. 

Day after day passed. Fergus turned over in his mind 
every possible method of escape, but the prospect looked very 
dark. Even if the door were open there would be difficulties 
of all sorts to encounter. In the middle of the day many 
people went in and out of the fortress with provisions, wood, 
and other matters, but at sunset the gates were shut and 
sentries placed on the walls, and on getting out he would have 
to cross an inner courtyard and then pass through a gateway, 
—at which a sentinel was posted night and day,—into the 
outer court, which was surrounded by a strong wall over 
thirty feet high, with towers at the angles. 

Escape from the window would be equally difficult; two 
long and very strong ropes would be required, and the bars of 
the window were so massive that without tools of any kind it 
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would be impossible to remove them. A month later Captain 
Hindeman fell ill, and was removed to the infirmary. Fergus 
was glad of his departure. He had been so depressed that he 
was useless as a companion, and so long as he remained there 
he altogether prevented any plan of escape being attempted, 
for, difficult as it might be for one person to get away, it would 
be next to impossible for two to do so. 

For an hour in the day the prisoners had leave to walk on 
the wall. His fellow-prisoner had never availed himself of 
this privilege, but Fergus always took his daily exercise, partly 
to keep himself in health, partly in hopes that a plan of escape 
might present itself. A sentry, however, was always posted 
on the wall while the prisoners were at exercise, and on the 
side allotted for their walk the rock sloped away steeply from 
the foot of the wall. The thought of escape, therefore, in broad 
daylight was out of the question, and Fergus generally watched 
what was going on in the courtyard. 

In time he came to know which was the entrance to the 
apartments of the governor and his family; where the married 
officers were quartered; and where the soldiers lodged. He 
saw that on the ground-floor of the tower he occupied were 
the quarters of a field-officer belonging to the garrison. 

One day he saw a number of men employed in clearing out 
some unused quarters on one side of the outer courtyard, and 
judged that an addition was about to be made to the garrison. 
This gave substance to a plan that he had been revolving in his 
mind. That evening, when the warder brought him his food, 
he said carelessly: “I see you have some more troops com- 
ing in.” 

“Yes,” the man replied, ‘there are three hundred more 
men coming, they will march in to-morrow afternoon. ‘They 
will be getting the room on the first floor below here cleared 
out to-morrow morning for the officer who commands them.” 


co 


‘“aS THE MAN WAS PLACING HIS SUPPER ON THE ‘TABLE FERGUS 
SPRANG UPON HIM.” 
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Fergus had all along considered that there would be no 
difficulty in suddenly attacking and overpowering the warder 
when he came in or out of his room, for no special precautions 
were taken. The fact that the prisoners were all in their 
uniforms, and that on showing themselves below they would 
be instantly arrested, seemed to forbid all chance of their mak- 
ing any attempt to escape. It was the matter of clothes that 
had, more than anything else, puzzled Fergus, for although he 
thought that he might possibly obtain a uniform from some 
officer’s quarters, 1t was evident that the guard would at once 
perceive that he was not one of the officers of the garrison. 
The arrival of the fresh detachment relieved him of this difh- 
culty, and it now seemed that a way of escape was open to him. 

Much depended upon the hour at which the regiment would 
arrive. The later they did so the better, and as the weather 
had for some days been terribly rough and the roads would be 
deep and heavy, it was likely that they would not arrive until 
some time past the hour fixed. The next afternoon he listened 
for the roll of drums that would greet the arrival of the new- 
comers. Just as the door opened and the sergeant entered 
with a lantern, he heard the sound that he had been listening 
for. Nothing could have happened more fortunately. As the 
man was placing his supper on the table Fergus sprang suddenly 
upon him, hurled him down on to his face, and then fastened 
his hands behind him with a rope he had made from twisted 
strips of one of his rugs. He was not afraid of his calling out, 
as the window looked outside, and it was blowing half a gale; 
moreover, the sound of drums below would aid to prevent any 
noise being heard from the courtyard. 

“JT don’t want to hurt you, sergeant,” he said, “but I do 
want my liberty. I must put a bandage round your mouth to 
prevent you from calling, but you know as well as I do that 
there would be no chance of your being heard, however loud 
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you might shout. Now, in the first place I am going to see if I 
can get a uniform; if I cannot, I must come back and take 
yours.” 

Binding the sergeant’s legs as well as his arms, and putting a 
mufiler over his mouth, Fergus went out, leaving his own jacket 
and cap behind him. ‘The key was in the door, he turned it 
and put it in his pocket, shot the heavy bolts, and ran down- 
stairs. When he got to the bottom he tried the door of the 
major’s quarters; it was unbolted, and he felt absolutely certain 
that the major would be out, as with the other officers he 
would have gone down to the gate to receive those of the in- 
coming detachment. On opening the door, he saw the articles 
of which he was in search,—a long cloak and a regimental 
cap; these he at once put on. After a further search he found 
a pair of military pantaloons and & patrol jacket. Throwing 
off the cloak, he rapidly changed his clothes. He wanted now 
only a regimental sword to complete the costume, but he 
trusted to the long cloak to hide the absence of this. 

Throwing the things that he had taken off under the bed, 
he went out, closed the door behind him, locked it, and took 
the key. He had with him the short sword carried by the 
warder, and he relied upon this to silence the sentry at the 
passage leading to the outer court should he attempt to stop 
him. This, however, was most unlikely. The night was dark 
and there was no light burning, and at this hour, with fresh 
troops arriving and a general movement in the fortress, there 
could be no question of a countersign being demanded by a 
sentry in the interior of the place. The man, indeed, only 
drew himself up and saluted, as he dimly made out an officer 
coming from the major’s quarters. The courtyard beyond 
was half-full of soldiers. The new-comers had just fallen out; 
some were being greeted by members of the garrison who had 
known them before, officers were chatting together, and Fergus 
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made his way, unnoticed in the darkness, to the gate. As he 
had hoped, the baggage waggons were making their way in. 

A sentry was placed on each side of the gate. 

“Now, then,” he said sharply, “hurry on with these 
waggons, the commandant wants the gate shut as soon as 
possible ;” and passing the sentry, he went on as if to hurry up 
the rear of the train. Taking him for one of the officers of 
the newly-arrived party, the sentry stepped back at once and 
he passed out. There were six waggons still outside, and un- 
noticed he passed these and went down the road. He had 
brought with him under his cloak the sergeant’s lantern, and 
as soon as he was half a mile from the fortress he took this 
out in order to be able to proceed the more rapidly. He 
had taken particular notice of the country from his prison 
window, and when he came down into a broad road running 
along the valley he turned at once to the south. 

His plans had all been carefully thought out while in prison. 
He knew perfectly well that without money it would be 
altogether impossible for him to traverse the many hundred 
miles that lay between him and Saxony. There would be a 
hot pursuit when in the morning he was found to have gone, 
but it would hardly be suspected that he had taken the road 
for Vienna, as this would be entirely out of his way. Happily 
he was not altogether penniless. He had always carried five 
or six gold pieces sewn up in the lining of his jacket, with the 
letters with which he had been furnished by Count Eulenfurst, 
as a resource in case of being taken prisoner. He wished now 
that he had brought more, but he thought that it might prove 
sufficient for his first needs. 

He walked all night. His candle burnt out in two hours 
alter starting, but at eleven the moon rose, and its light 
enabled him to keep the road without difficulty. As morning 
dawned he approached a good-sized village some forty miles 
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from his starting-point, and, waiting for an hour until he saw 
people stirring, Fergus went to the posting-house and shouted 
for the postmaster. The sight of a field-officer on foot at 
such an hour of the morning greatly surprised the man when 
he came down. 

“My horse has fallen and broken its neck,” Fergus said, “and 
I have had to walk some miles on foot. I have important 
despatches to carry to Vienna; bring round a horse without a 
moment’s delay.” 

The postmaster, without the smallest hesitation, ordered his 
men to saddle and bring out a horse. 

“Tt will be sent back from the next stage,” Fergus said, as 
he mounted and rode on at full speed. He changed horses 
twice, not the slightest suspicion being entertained by any of 
the postmasters that he was not what he seemed, and before 
noon arrived at the last post-house before reaching Vienna. 

“A bottle of your best wine, landlord, and I want to speak 
a word with you in a private room. Bring two glasses.” 

The wine was poured out, and after he had drank a glass 
Fergus said: ‘ Landlord, | am the bearer of important de- 
spatches, and it is imperative that I should not attract atten- 
tion as I enter the city. If I were seen and recognized there, 
questions might be asked, and curiosity excited as to the news 
of which I am the bearer. I see that you are a sensible man, 
and will readily understand the situation; to avoid attracting 
attention, it would be best for me to enter the city in a civil- 
ian dress. You are about my size, and I beg you to furnish 
me with a suit of your clothes, for which I will pay at once.” | 

“T will do that willingly, sir,” the landlord answered, feeling 
much honoured by being let into what he deemed an im- 
portant affair. ‘‘My best suit is at your service. You can 
send it me out from the town.” 

“JT would rather pay for it, landlord. J may be ordered in 
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another direction, and may not have an opportunity of return- 
ing it. If you will say how much the suit cost you I will hand 
you the money.” 

The landlord went out, and returned in a minute with the 
clothes. 

“Another glass of wine, landlord,” Fergus said, as he 
handed over the amount at. which the landlord valued them— 
‘another glass of wine, and then, while I am changing, get a 
light trap round to the door. I shall not want to take it into 
Vienna, but will alight-and send it back again half a mile this 
side of the gates. Mind, should any inquiries be made, it 
were best to say as little as possible.” 

In another five minutes Fergus was on his way again. He 
had procured from the landlord a small trunk, in which he 
had packed the uniform, and directed him to keep it until he 
heard from him; but if in the course of a week he received no 
orders, he was to forward it to Major Steiner at Spielberg. 
When within half a mile of Vienna, Fergus got out, gave a 
present to the driver and told him to return, and then walked 
forward to the gate, which he entered without question. He 
thought it better not to put up in that quarter of the town, 
but walked a long distance through the city, purchased a 
travelling coat lined with sheep-skin, and a small canvas trunk 
in which he put it, went some distance farther and hired a room 
at a quiet inn, and called for dinner, of which he felt much 
in need, for beyond eating a few mouthfuls of bread while a 
fresh horse was brought out for him, he had tasted nothing 
since the previous evening. After dining he went to his room 
and took his boots off, and feeling completely worn out from 
his long journey after two months of confinement, threw 
himself on the bed and slept for three hours. Then he went 
for an hour’s stroll through the town. By this time it was 
getting dark, snow-flakes were beginning to fall thickly, and 
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he was very glad, after sitting for a time listening to the talk 
in the parlour of the inn, to turn in for the night. In the 
morning the ground was covered with snow. He was glad to 
put on his thick coat, for the cold outside was bitter. 

For some hours he walked about Vienna; and the contrast 
between that city and Berlin struck him greatly. The whole 
bearing and manner of the people was brighter and gayer. The 
soldiers, of whom there were great numbers in the streets— 
Austrians, Croats, and Hungarians—had none of the formal 
stiffness of the Prussians, but laughed and joked as they went, 
and seemed as easy and light-hearted as the civilians around 
them. They were for the most part inferior in size and physique 
to the Prussians, but there was a springiness in their walk, 
and an alertness and intelligence which were wanting in the 
more solid soldier of the north. He spent the day in making 
himself acquainted with the town, the position of the gates and 
other particulars which might be important to him, as he could 
not feel sure of the reception that he would meet with when he 
presented his letter. 

In the afternoon the city was particularly gay. Sledges 
made their appearance in the streets, and all seemed delighted 
that winter had set in in earnest. The next morning, after 
breakfast, Fergus went to the mansion of Count Platurn, 
whose position he had ascertained on the previous day. The 
name had been scored under in his list as one on whom he 
might confidently rely. 

“TY am the bearer of a letter to Count Platurn,” he said to 
the somewhat gorgeously-dressed functionary who opened the 
door. “I have a message to deliver to him personally.” 

The door-keeper closed the door behind him and spoke to a 
footman, who went away, and returned in a minute or two and 
told Fergus to follow him to a spacious and comfortable library 
where the count was sitting alone. 
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“You are the bearer of a letter to me, sir?” he said in a 
pleasant tone of voice. ‘‘ Whence do you bring it?” 

‘From Count Eulenfurst of Dresden,” Fergus said, producing 
it. The count gave an exclamation of pleasure. 

‘Has he completely recovered?” he asked. ‘Of course we 
heard of the outrage of which he was a sufferer.” 

“He was going on well when I saw him last, count.” 

The count opened the letter and read it with an air of grow- 
ing surprise as he went on. When he had finished it he rose 
from his seat and offered his hand to Fergus. 

“You are the Scottish officer who saved the lives of the 
count, his wife, and daughter,” he said warmly. ‘“ How you 
come to be here I don’t know, but it is enough for me that 
you rendered my dear friend and his wife, who is a cousin of 
mine, this great service. You are not here, I hope, on any 
mission which, as an Austrian noble, I could feel it impossible 
to further.” 

‘No, indeed, count. Had it been so I should assuredly 
not have presented this letter to you. In giving it to me, the 
countess said that possibly the fortune of war might be un- 
favourable, and that I might be taken prisoner. In that case 
she said I might find a friend invaluable, and she gave me 
letters to eight gentlemen in various great towns, saying that she 
believed that any one of these would, for the sake of the count, 
do me any kindness in his power. Her prevision has turned 
out correct. My horse was shot under me at the battle of 
Lobositz, and I was made prisoner and sent to the fortress of 
Spielberg. Three days since I effected my escape, and deemed 
it more prudent to make my way here, where no one would 
suspect me of coming, instead of striving to journey up 
through Bohemia.” 

“You effected your escape from Spielberg!” the count 


repeated in surprise. ‘That is indeed a notable feat, for it 
(4 393 ) i 
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is one of our strongest prisons; but you shall tell me about 
that presently. Now about Count Eulenfurst. The affair 
created quite a sensation, partly from the rank and well-known 
position of the count, partly from the fact that the King of 
Prussia himself called upon the count to express his sincere 
regret at what had occurred, and the vigorous steps that he 
took to put a stop to all acts of pillage and marauding. It 
was said at the time that had it not been for the opportune 
arrival of a young Scottish officer, an aide-de-camp to Marshal 
Keith, the lives of the count and his family would assuredly 
have been sacrificed, and that the king, in token of his approba- 
tion, had promoted the officer upon the spot. But, I pray you, 
take off that warm coat, and make yourself at home.” He 
touched a bell. A servant entered immediately. “If anyone 
calls say that I am engaged on business and can see no one 
this morning. Place two chairs by the fire and bring in wine 
and glasses.” 

Two chairs were moved to the fire, wine was placed close 
at hand on a small table, and the count fetched a box of cigars 
from his cabinet. Fergus had already adopted the all but 
universal custom in the German army of smoking. 

‘Now,’ the count said when the cigars were lighted, “tell 
me all about this affair at Dresden.” 

Fergus related the facts as modestly as he could. 

“No wonder EKulenfurst speaks of you in the highest terms,” 
said the count. ‘Truly it was nobly done. Six Pomeranian 
soldiers to a single sword! ’Tis wonderful.” 

“The chief credit should, as I have said, count, be given to 
the maid, but for whose aid matters might have gone quite 
otherwise.” 

‘Doubtless great credit is due to her, Lieutenant Drummond; 
but you see you had already defeated three, and I prefer to 
think that you would have got the better of the others, even 
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if she had not come to your aid. The countess had, I hope, 
quite recovered at the time you came away, since it is she who 
writes the letter in his name.” 

‘“T think that she had quite recovered. Fora few hours the 
doctors were even more anxious as to her state than that of 
the count; but the news that he was doing well and might 
recover did wonders for her, and she was able herself to take 
part in nursing him two days after he received the wound.” 

“T saw by the account that my little cousin received the 
king.” 

‘She did, sir, and bore herself well. It was no doubt a 
great trial to her so soon after the terrible scene she had 
passed through; in that she had showed great calmness and 
presence of mind, and was able to give assistance to her mother 
as soon as she herself was released from her bonds.” 

‘You were not present yourself?” 

“No, sir. My wound was, as I have said, but in the flesh, 
and was of so little consequence that I did not think to have 
it bandaged until all other matters were arranged. But when I 
had made my report to the marshal and begged that a surgeon 
should be sent instantly to aid the count, I fainted from loss of 
blood, and it was some days before I was able to ride out to 
pay my respects to the countess.” 

“And now tell me about your escape from Spielberg.” 

This Fergus did. 

“Tt was well managed indeed,” laughed the count. ‘‘ You 
seem to be as ready with your wits as with your sword, and 
to have provided against every emergency. It was fortunate 
that you had hidden away those gold pieces with your letters, 
for otherwise you could hardly have got those clothes from 
the postmaster. It was a bold stroke indeed to use her majesty’s 
uniform and the imperial post to further your escape. Now 
we must think in what way I can best aid you. You will require 
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a stout horse, a disguise, and a well-filled purse. Eulenfurst 
authorizes me to act as his banker to advance any moneys that 
you may require. “Therefore you need offer me no thanks. 
What disguise do you yourself fancy?” 

‘‘T should think that the dress of a trader travelling on 
business would be as good as any I could choose.” 

‘Yes, I should think 1t would.” 

‘“T should give myself out as a Saxon merchant,” Fergus 
wenton. ‘In the first place my German, which I learned from 
a Hanoverian, is near enough to the Saxon to pass muster, 
and my hair and complexion are common enough in Saxony.” 

‘JT will get an official paper from the city authorities, stating 
that you are one—shall we say Paul Muller, native of Saxony, 
and draper by trade ?—now returning to Dresden. I shall have 
no difficulty in getting it through one of my own furnishers. 
I do not say that you could not make your way through with- 
out it, but should you be stopped and questioned it would 
facilitate matters. I will see about it this afternoon. I have 
simply to say to one of the tradesmen I employ that I am 
sending an agent through Bohemia to Eulenfurst, and think 
that in the present disturbed state he had better travel as a 
trader, and ask him to fill up the official papers and take them to 
the burgomaster’s office to get them signed and stamped. He 
will do it as a matter of course, seeing that I am a sufficiently 
good customer of his. A horse I can, of course, supply you 
with. It must not be too showy, but it should be a strong 
and serviceable animal, with a fair turn of speed. The clothes 
you had perhaps better buy for yourself, together with such 
things as you can carry in your valises. I would gladly ask you 
to stay with me here for a while, but having arrived in 
that dress it might excite remark among the servants were 
you to appear in a different character. IJ regret that my wife 
and family are away at one of my country seats, and will not 
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be back for a week, and I suppose you will not care to linger 
so long here.” 

‘“T thank you, count, but I should prefer to leave as soon as 
possible. I do not think that there is really any fear of my 
being recognized. If they search at all along the Vienna road 
it is not likely that they will do so as far as this, and certainly 
they could obtain no news of me for the first forty miles, and 
would not be likely to push their inquiries as far; for a dis- 
mounted field-officer could not but have attracted attention at 
the first village through which he passed.” 

“Tt would be best for you not to change your clothes at 
the place where you are stopping. I can have everything 
ready for you by to-morrow morning if you wish to leave at 
once.” 

‘“‘T should certainly prefer doing so.” 

“Very well, then. Do you go out by the west gate at nine 
o'clock, and walk for some four miles. When you find some 
quiet spot change your clothes, and walk on until within sight 
of the village of Gulnach, and there wait. I will send a con- 
fidential servant with the horse. He, on seeing you standing 
there, will ask who you are waiting for. You will give my 
name, and then he will hand over the horse and papers to 
you.” He got up and went to his table and opened a drawer. 
“Here are a hundred rix-dollars, Mr. Drummond, which I 
hand you as Count Eulenfurst’s banker. It isa matter of pure 
business.” 

“T could do with much less than that, sir,” Fergus said. 

‘“No, ‘tis better to be well supplied. Besides, there are your 
clothes to buy; and be sure and provide yourself with a good 
fur-lined travelling cloak. You will need it, I can assure you. 
Your best course will be to travel through St. Pélten and Ips, 
cross the river at once, and go over the mountains by the road 
through Freystadt to Budweis. It is by far the most level road 
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from here, though a good deal longer than the one through Horn. 
But there is snow in the air, and I think that we shall have a 
heavy downfall, and you may well find the defiles by the Horn 
road blocked by snow, whereas by Freystadt you are not likely 
to find any difficulty, and most of the road is perfectly flat. 


CHAPTER VIL. 


FLIGHT. 


FTER leaving Count Platurn with the most sincere thanks 
for his kindness, Fergus went to a clothier’s, where he 
bought clothes suitable for a trader, with warm under-gar- 
ments, and an ample cloak, lined with warm, though cheap, 
fur, and carried these to his inn. The rest of the day was 
spent in strolling about, and in examining the public buildings 
and Art Galleries. The next morning he paid his reckoning, 
and taking his small trunk in one hand, and his fur cloak in 
the other, started, wearing the coat he had first purchased, as 
he thought that crossing the defiles into Saxony he might 
very well need that as well as his cloak. As the western gate 
was the one nearest to his inn, 1t was not long before he issued 
out, and, walking briskly, came in three-quarters of an hour to 
a wood. 

As there was no one in sight along the road, he turned in 
here and changed his clothes; then, leaving those he had taken 
off behind him, he continued on his way, and in less than half 
an hour approached a village, which he learned from a man 
he met was Gulnach. He waited by the roadside for a quarter 
of an hour, and then saw a man galloping towards him, leading 
a riderless horse. He drew rein as he came up. 

“What are you waiting here for?” he asked. 
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‘Platurn,” Fergus replied. 

“That is right, sir; this is your horse. Here is the letter the 
count bade me give you, and also this sword,” and he unbuckled 
the one that he wore. ‘He bade me wish you God-speed.” 

“Pray tell him that I am sincerely obliged to him for his 
kindness,” Fergus replied, as he buckled on the sword. 

The man at once rode off. The saddle was furnished with 
valises; these contained several articles he had not thought of 
buying, among them a warm fur cap with flaps for the ears, 
and a pair of fur-lined riding gloves. He transferred the 
remaining articles from the little trunk to the valises, and 
threw the former away, rolled up his cloak and strapped it 
behind the saddle, and then mounted. He was glad to find in 
the holsters a brace of double-barrelled pistols, a powder flask 
and a bag of bullets, and also a large flask full of spirits. 

As he gathered the reins in his hand, he had difficulty in 
restraining a shout of joy, for, with an excellent horse, good 
arms, warm clothes, and a purse sufficiently well lined, he 
felt he was prepared for all contingencies. As he moved on 
at a walk he opened the count’s letter. It contained only a 
few lines wishing him a safe journey, and begging him to 
tell Count Eulenfurst that he regretted he could not do 
more for his messenger to prove his good-will and affection ; 
and also the official document that he had promised to pro- 
cure for him. Tearing up the count’s letter, and putting 
the official document carefully in his pocket, he pressed his 
heel against his horse’s flank, and started at a canter. He 
stopped for the night at Ips, and on the following day rode 
to Linz. The snow had fallen almost incessantly, and he was 
glad indeed that he had brought the coat as well as the cloak 
with him. 

The next night he halted at Freystadt. As this was a strongly 
fortified place commanding the southern exit of the defile from 
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the mountain, he was asked for his papers. The official 
merely glanced at them and returned them. He was forced 
to stay here for several days, as he was assured that it would 
be all but certain death to endeavour to cross the pass in such 
weather. On the third day the snow ceased falling, and early 
next morning a force of 500 men, comprising almost the whole 
of the garrison, started to beat down the snow, and cut a way 
through the deep drifts. For four days this work continued, 
the men being assisted by a regiment that was marched down 
from Budweis, and opened the defile from the northern end. 
The pass was an important one, as in winter it was the one 
chiefly used for communication between Bohemia and Vienna, 
and it was therefore highly important that it should be main- 
tained in a practicable state. 

Fergus was in no hurry to proceed; he knew that there was 
not the smallest possibility of operations being commenced 
until the snow disappeared, which might not be until the end 
of March. He therefore took matters very quietly, keeping 
entirely indoors as long as the snow continued to fall, and 
going out as little as possible afterwards. He was glad indeed 
when the news came that the pass was clear. As soon as the 
gates were unlocked he pressed on, in order to get ahead of a 
large convoy of carts laden with warm clothing for the soldiers, 
that was also waiting for the pass to be opened. In spite of 
all that had been done it was rough work passing through the 
defile, and he did not arrive at Krumnau until nearly sunset. 
Budweis lay but a few miles farther ahead, but he had made 
up his mind not to stop there, as it was a large garrisoned 
town, and the small places suited him better. Passing through 
the town next day he continued his course along the road 
near the river Moldau. He made but short journeys, for the 
snow had not yet hardened, and it was very heavy riding. He, 
therefore, took four days in getting to Prague. 
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He thought it probable that here a watch might be kept for 
him, for had he travelled straight from Spielberg this was the 
point for which, in all probability, he would have made, unless 
he had gone through Silesia, and then travelled up through 
Breslau. He therefore made a circuit of the picturesque old 
city, entered it by a western gate, and then rode straight for 
the bridge. He had slept at a place but four miles distant, 
and had started at daybreak, so that it was still early in the 
day when he proceeded on his way. He stopped at a small 
town ten miles farther north. ‘Two or three squadrons of 
cavalry were quartered there. ‘The landlord at the inn where 
he put up at once asked for his papers. These he took to 
the town offices, where they were stamped as being in due 
order. Half an hour later, as Fergus was at his meal, two 
officers entered. 

‘Your papers appear to be right, sir,” one of them said 
courteously, “but in times like these it is our duty to examine 
closely into these matters. You come from Vienna?” 

“Ves, sir.” 

‘Which way did you travel?” 

“By way of Linz and Budweis,” he said. “The snow began 
on the day before I left the capital, and I was advised to 
take that route as the road would be more level, and less 
likely to be blocked with snow than that through Horn. You 
will see that my paper was stamped at Linz, and also at Frey- 
stadt. J was detained at the latter place seven days; for the 
first three it snowed, and for the next four days the garrison 
was occupied, with the aid of troops from Budweis, in opening 
the defile.” 

The officer nodded. ‘1 happen to know that your story is 
correct, sir, and that it accounts fully for your movements 
since leaving Vienna. Which way do you intend to cross the 
passes into Saxony ?” 
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“T must be guided by what I hear of their state. I had 
hoped to have got back before the snow began to fall in earnest, 
but I should think that the road by the river will now be the 
best.” 

“T should think so,” the officer said, “ but even that will be 
bad enough. However, I will not detain you farther.” 

They moved away to another table, and, calling for a bottle 
of wine, sat down. ‘No, we are mistaken. I don’t think the 
fellow would have the barefaced impudence to come through 
Prague,” one said. 

The other laughed. “I should think that he would have 
impudence for anything, major. And in truth I rather 
hope that they won't lay hands upon him—a fellow who de- 
vised and carried out such a scheme as he did deserves his 
liberty. Of course, his overpowering the warder was nothing, 
but that he should have had the impudence to go down into 
the major’s quarters, appropriate his clothes, leave his own 
uniform behind him, and then, taking advantage of the arrival 
of another regiment, march calmly out through them all, pass 
the sentries, who took him for one of the newly-arrived officers 
in charge of the waggons, was really splendid!” 

“How it was that they did not overtake him the next 
morning I cannot make out. He had no sword with him and 
no horse, and the spectacle of a field-officer on foot, without 
even a sword, should have attracted the attention of the very 
first person who met him. He had not been gone two hours 
when troops started in pursuit, for when the major, whose 
door he had locked, had it burst open and found that his uni- 
form was gone, he suspected something was wrong, and had 
all the sergeants in charge of prisoners mustered. One was 
missing, the man who had charge of this young Scotchman. 
As he could not be found, the fellow’s cell was broken open, 
and there was the warder bound and gagged. The bird had 
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flown, and parties of horse were sent off by all the roads lead- 
ing to Bohemia and Silesia, but no signs of the man have, as 
far as we have heard, yet been discovered. ‘The only thing 
that I can imagine is that when he heard the cavalry in pur- 
suit he left the road and hid up somewhere, and that after- 
wards he tried to make his way by unfrequented paths and 
was starved in the snow. In that case his body is not likely 
to be found until the spring.” 

“T cannot help thinking that a fellow who could plan and 
carry out that escape would hardly be likely to lose his life 
in a snow-drift. You see, it was not a sudden idea. On 
no other evening would he have found the gate open after 
sunset, nor would he have been certain to have found the 
major absent from his quarters. He must have been waiting 
patiently for his opportunity, and as soon as he heard that 
another battalion was coming into the garrison he must have 
resolved to act. More than that, he must have calculated that 
instead of arriving at four o'clock, as they were timed to do, 
they would be detained and not get in until after dark. They 
are clear-headed fellows these Scotchmen, whether they are in 
our army or Frederick’s. What makes the affair more wonder- 
ful is that this was quite a young fellow, and probably under- 
stood no German; but I think that he would have acted more 
wisely had he waited until the spring.” 

“T don’t know,” the other said. ‘‘ When once the troops 
are all in movement north, he certainly could not have escaped 
ina military uniform without being questioned; and it scarcely 
seems possible that he could have procured any other. He 
must be in more of a hurry to fight again than I am.” 

‘There can hardly be much serious fighting,” the other said. 
‘With us, Russia, and France, and with the 50,000 Swedes 
who have been bought by France, we shall have 500,000 
men under arms, while we know that 200,000 is the utmost 
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Frederick can muster, and these will have to be scattered in 
every direction round his frontier.” 

‘Tam sorry that France has joined in,” the other said. “It 
is unnatural enough that we and Russia should combine to 
crush Prussia, but when it comes to our old enemies the French 
helping us against a German power, I say frankly I don’t like 
it. Besides, though we may get Silesia back again, that will be 
a smal] advantage in comparison to the disadvantage of France 
getting a firm foothold on this side of the Rhine. Even if 
her share of the partition doesn’t extend beyond the river, 
this will be her frontier nearly down to the sea, and she will 
have the power of pouring her troops into Germany whenever 
she chooses.” 

Fergus had now finished his meal, and without caring to 
listen longer he betook himself to bed. ‘To avoid all appear- 
ance of haste, he did not start so early the next morning, but 
mounted at ten and rode to the junction of the Eger with 
the Elbe. It was too late to cross the river that night, and 
he therefore put up at a village on the bank, and crossed in 
a ferry-boat on the following morning to Leitmeritz, a town of 
considerable size. He was now within a day’s ride of the 
defile through which the Elbe finds its way from Bohemia 
into Saxony. His papers were inspected as usual by the officer 
in command of a troop of cavalry there. 

“You will have a rough time of it if you push on,” he said. 
“There is no trafic through the passes now, so the snow will 
lie as it fell, and at any moment it may come down again. 
As far as the mouth of the pass you will find it easy enough, 
for we send half a troop as far as that every day, but beyond 
that, I should say it would be all but, if not quite, impassable. 
I advise you to stay here quietly until you hear of someone having 
crossed, or at any rate, if you do go on, you must take three or 
four peasants as guides and to help you through difficult places.” 
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“Would it not be possible, captain,” Fergus asked, “to hire 
a boat?” 

“T did not think of that. Yes, there are flat boats that 
at ordinary times go down to Dresden, with the rafts of 
timber, but whether you would find anyone willing now to 
make such a journey is more than I can say.” 

“Tam very anxious to be back to my business,” Fergus said ; 
“and as I should have to pay handsomely for guides to take 
me over, and even then might lose my life, it would be better 
for me to pay higher and get through at once.” 

On going down to the water side he saw several boats hauled 
up, and it was not long before some boatmen, seeing a stranger 
examining their craft, came down to him. 

‘IT want to go down to Dresden,” he said. 

“Tis a bad time of the year,” one of the men replied. 

“It is a bad time of the year as far as cold is concerned, 
but it 1s a good time of the year for going down the river,” he 
said, “for now that the frost has set in, the river is low and 
the current gentle, whereas in the spring when the snow is 
melting it must be a raging torrent in some of the narrow 
defiles.” 

This evidence that the stranger, whoever he was, was no 
fool, silenced the boatmen for a minute. 

“Now,” Fergus went on, “what is the lowest price that one 
of you will take me and my horse down to Dresden for? I am 
disposed to pay a fair price and not more, and if you attempt 
to charge an exorbitant one I shall take guides and follow 
the road.” 

“You would never get through,” one of the men said. 

“Well, at any rate I would try, and if I could not succeed 
by the road by the river, I would cross by some other pass. I 
have no doubt whatever I could get through by Graber and 
Zittau.” 
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The stranger’s acquaintance with the country again silenced 
the men. They talked for a while apart, and then one said: 

‘We will take you for twenty rix-dollars.” 

“Do you suppose that [am the emperor in disguise?” Fergus 
said indignantly. ‘“’Tis but three days’ journey at most, and 
perhaps six for coming back against the stream.” 

‘We shall need four men, master, and there is the food by 
the way.” 

After much bargaining the price was settled at fifteen rix- 
dollars, both parties being satisfied with the bargain; the men 
because it was more than twice the sum for which they would 
have been glad to do it at ordinary times, Fergus because he 
had still forty rix-dollars in his pocket, and had only bargained 
as he did, in order not to appear too anxious on the subject. 
The price was to include the erection, at one end of the boat, 
of a snug cover of rushes for his use. He found on going down 
to the shore three hours later that the boatmen were engaged 
in covering in the whole of the craft, with the exception of a 
few feet at each end, with a roof of rushes. The boat itself 
was some thirty-five feet in length and ten wide, with straight 
sides and a general resemblance to a canal barge, save that the 
beam was greater in comparison to the length. The roof was 
high and sloped sharply. A tall man could walk along in the 
centre, while at the sides there was but three feet of height. 
Hay and straw were extremely scarce, the whole supply of the 
country having been stripped by the foraging parties, but 
bundles of reeds had been thickly littered down, especially 
near the stern. Shortly after his return the landlord of the 
inn told him that if he did not want to take the horse with 
him he would himself gladly buy it. 

“T have frequently to send to Prague for things for the inn, 
and besides, I have to get provisions for people in the town. 
I sold my best horse last autumn to an officer whose charger had 
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been killed. Now that sledging has begun I want one which 
can travel fast and do the journey there in a day, so if you 
dou’t want to take it, and will accept a reasonable price, I will 
buy it.” 

The offer was a welcome one. With two splendid horses at 
his command—for he knew that good care would have been 
taken of the one left in camp—a third would only have been in 
the way, and this, although a good and useful beast, was scarce 
good-looking enough for an officer on the marshal’s staff. 
Therefore, after the usual amount of bargaining he parted 
with it for a fair price. The next morning early he went on 
board, the servant of the inn following with a great hamper 
of wine and provisions. He was glad to see that a bright 
fire burned on an earthen hearth in the middle of the boat, 
the smoke finding its way out partly through a hole cut in the 
thatch above it, partly by the opening at the fore end of the 
boat. He brought with him his horse-cloth, as well as his 
other belongings. The men, who were clearly in a hurry to 
be away, pushed the boat off from the shore as soon as he had 
taken his place. 

“We want to be back as soon as we can,” the owner of the 
boat said, “for it will not be long before the ice begins to 
form, and we don’t want to be frozen in.” 

“Tt does not feel to me quite so cold this morning,” Fergus 
remarked. 

“No, sir; we are going to have more snow. That won't 
matter to us, and if it snows for the next week all the better. 
It is not often that the river closes altogether until after Christ- 
mas. In the mountains the river seldom freezes at all, there 
is too much current; and besides, in shelter of the hills the 
cold is not so great.” 

Iwo oars were got out for the purpose of steering rather 
than of hastening the progress of the boat, and once well out in 
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the current she was allowed to drift quietly with the stream. 
Fergus spread his horse-cloth on the rushes by the fire, and 
found no need for-his sheep-skin coat, the cloak loosely 
thrown over his shoulders and the collar turned up, to keep 
off the draughts that blew in under the bottom of the thatch, 
being sufficient to make him thoroughly comfortable. There 
was nothing to see outside, the shore being low and flat. He 
had brought a large supply of meat with him, and handed over 
a portion of this to the man who acted as the cook of the crew, 
and told him to make broth for them all. 

This was a welcome gift to the crew, who but seldom 
touched meat, and, with the addition of barley, coarse flour, 
and herbs that they had brought for their own use, an ex- 
cellent stew was provided. The pot was kept going through 
the journey, fresh meat and other ingredients being added 
from time to time. In addition to this, slices of meat were 
grilled over the fire and eaten with the bread they had 
brought. The gift of a bottle of wine between the crew 
each day, and of a small ration of spirits the last thing in 
the evening, added greatly to the satisfaction of the men. By 
nightfall they arrived at the entrance of the defile; the snow 
was falling heavily, and they tied up against the bank. 

Fergus chatted with the men and listened to their stories of 
the river for some hours. All of them had at various times 
gone on timber rafts. They bewailed the war, which would do 
them much harm. It would not altogether interrupt trade, 
for timber would be required as usual in Saxony and Hanover. 
As a rule neither of the contending armies interfered with the 
river traffic, though communications by land were greatly 
interrupted, owing to the peasants’ carts being impressed for 
military service. This and the anxiety of everyone for the 
safety of his home and belongings brought the trade between 
the countries to a stand-still. On the river, however, the 
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difficulty consisted, not in any interference by the authorities, 
but from so large a number of the able-bodied men being 
called out for service, that the amount of timber cut and 
brought down was greatly diminished, while the needs of the 
army brought the trade in cattle and other produce to an 
entire cessation. 

The dangers of the river were not great, although in spring, 
when the snow melted and the river was swollen, navigation 
was rendered, especially in the narrow reaches of the defile, 
difficult and dangerous, for the force of the stream was so great 
that it was well-nigh impossible to direct the course of the 
rafts, and indeed the poles used for that purpose were often 
found too short to reach the bottom. 

The men were up long before daylight, but it was two hours 
later before Fergus roused himself, and, shaking off the fine 
snow that had drifted in and lay thickly on his coat, went out 
to have a look at things. One of the men was already pre- 
paring breakfast; two of the others stood at the bow with 
long poles, with which they punted the boat along. The 
captain, also provided with a pole, stood in the stern. The 
snow had ceased, but the air felt sharp and cold as it came 
down from the hills, which were all thickly covered. 

‘So there is an end of the snow for the present, captain,” 
he said, as he pushed aside the curtain of reeds that closed the 
stern of the covered portion and joined him. 

“Yes; I am not altogether sorry, for we can see where we 
are going. We shall keep on now until we are through the 
defile.” 

‘But there is no moon, captain.” 

‘No, but we can tell pretty well, by the depth of water, 
where we are, and can manage to keep in the middle of the 
current. ‘here are no obstructions there to affect us, though 
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However, if we have luck we shall be through before midnight, 
and shall pass all the worst points before sunset.” 

The day passed, indeed, without adventure of any kind. The 
journey was highly interesting to Fergus, for the scenery was 
very picturesque. Sometimes the hills narrowed in, and the 
stream, straitened in its course, hastened its speed; at others 
the hills receded and were covered far up with forests, above 
which bleak mountain-tops with their mantle of snow rose 
high in the air. The captain pointed out the spot where the 
Saxons had crossed, and where, pent in and surrounded with 
batteries commanding every means of exit, they were forced 
to surrender. 

“Tt is smooth work now,” he said, as they were going 
through one of the narrows, “for the river is low and the 
current gentle; but in floods there are waves here that would 
swamp the boat did she keep out in the middle as we are doing, 
and it would be impossible to pole her against it, even close 
to the shore. You see the ice is forming already near the 
banks.” 

“How do you manage coming back?” 

“Tn some places we can pole the boat. She will be light, and 
will only draw a few inches of water. Then we hire a horse for 
a bit at one of these little villages; or, where the road leaves 
the river, the other three will get out and tow from the edge 
while I shall steer. We shall manage it easily enough if the ice 
does not form too thickly. If the worst comes to the worst, 
we should stop at one of the villages, get the people to help us 
to haul her well up, wait till the snows are quite over, and 
then make our way back on foot, and come and fetch the boat 
up when the spring floods are over.” 

“Then the pass is not so dangerous after all, captain,” 
Fergus said with a smile. 

“Not when the snow has once hardened, and to men 
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accustomed to it. As soon as the weather gets settled there 
will be a little trafic, and the snow will be beaten down. Be- 
sides, where the hills come steep to the water’s edge, a man 
on foot can always make his way along when the water is low, 
though a horseman might not be able to do so.” 

“In fact, I suppose,” Fergus said, ‘you all combine at 
Leitmeritz to represent the passes as being a great deal more 
dangerous than they are, in order to force those obliged to 
make the journey to take as many men as possible with hin, 
or to pay two or three times the proper fare by boat.” 

“The passes over the hills would be terrible now,” the 
man said. ‘Most of them would be absolutely impassable 
until the snow hardens. As for the rest,” he added with a 
smile, “it may be that there is something in what you say; 
but, you see, times are hard. There is little work to be done 
and scarce any timber coming down, and if we did not get a 
good job occasionally it would go very hard with us.” 

By nightfall they were nearly through the defile. Lanterns 
were placed in the bow of the boat, and until long after Fergus 
was asleep the men continued to work at their poles. When 
he woke up in the morning the boat was floating down a quiet 
river, with the plains of Saxony on either side and the 
mountain range far astern. At noon they neared Dresden, and 
an hour later Fergus stepped ashore. He paid the men the sum 
arranged, and handed over to them the rest of his provisions, 
which would be sufficient to carry them far on their way back. 

He soon learnt that Marshal Keith was established in his 
old quarters, and made his way thither. He met two or three 
officers of his acquaintance, but no one recognized him in his 
present attire. He had hired a boy when he landed, to carry 
his cloak and valises; the saddle and bridle he had sold with the 
horse. He was, as usual, passing the sentries at the gate with- 
out notice, when one of them stepped in front of him. 
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‘What is your business, sir?” 

‘My business is with Marshal Keith,” he said, “and it is 
particular.” 

The sentry called a sergeant of the guard. 

“You can pass me up,” Fergus said sharply. “Iam well 
known to Marshal Keith, and he will assuredly see me.” 

A soldier took him up to the ante-room. Lieutenant Lind- 
say, who was on duty, came forward, looked at him doubt- 
fully for a moment, and then shouted joyfully: “ Why, 
Drummond, is it you? This is indeed a joyful meeting, 
old fellow. J had thought of you as immured in one of 
the enemy’s fortresses, and as likely to remain there till the 
war was over, and now here you are! The marshal will be 
delighted.” 

‘He cannot be more pleased than I am to be back again, 
Lindsay. Is he alone?” 

‘Yes; come in at once, I won’t announce you.” He opened 
the door. 

‘““A gentleman to see you, marshal,” he said, and Fergus 
walked in. The marshal recognized him at once, and holding 
out both hands shook those of Fergus cordially. 

‘“‘T am indeed glad to see you,” he said. “ We knew that 
you were unhurt, for on the morning after the battle we sent 
in a parlementaire to Browne with the list of prisoners taken, 
and received his list in return, and as your name was among 
them, and you were not put down as wounded, my anxiety 
about you was relieved. We tried a month later to get ex- 
changes, but they would not hear of it. In the first place, 
there is no doubt that the king’s action in incorporating the 
Saxons with our army has caused a strong feeling against him; 
and in the second, they had plenty of fortresses in which to 
stow their prisoners, while they would calculate that the more 
prisoners we had to look after, the fewer men they would have 
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to fight. And now tell me by what miracle you have got 
here. I have nothing particular to do. 

‘Lindsay, you may as well stop and hear the story. Tell 
the sergeant to call you out if any one in particular comes; 
to everyone else | am engaged. Or stay,” he broke off, ‘they 
have just told me that luncheon is ready in the next room; a 
story 1s always better told over a bottle of wine, so tell the 
sergeant, Lindsay, that for the next hour I can see no one 
unless it is on very particular business. Now, in the first 
place, Captain Drummond. Oh, of course, you have not heard!” 
he broke off in answer to Fergus’s look of surprise. ‘The 
king and I watched you charge through that Austrian squadron, 
and when he saw you reach our cavalry in safety, and they 
turned to come back, he ordered me at once to make out your 
commission as captain. I ventured to object that you were 
very young. He said you had saved half his cavalry, and 
that he would promote you if you were an infant in arms.” 

“Tt is really absurd, marshal. I shall feel downright 
ashamed to be called captain by men still heutenants though 
a dozen years older than Iam. I fear I have gone over Lind- 
say's head.” 

“You need not mind me, Drummond,” Lindsay laughed, 
‘“T shall have a chance one of these days; but not a soul will 
grudge you your promotion. There were many of us who saw 
your charge, and I can tell you that it was the talk of the 
whole army next day, and it was thoroughly recognized that 
it saved the cavalry; for their commander would certainly 
have taken them against the Austrians, and if he had, it is 
equally certain that none of them would have got back again; 
and whén your name appeared in orders the next day, we all 
felt that no one ever better deserved promotion.” 

“The king inquired especially, as soon as the list came, 
whether you were wounded, Fergus,” Keith said, “and was 
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very much pleased when he heard that you were not. Now, 
let us hear how you come to be here.” 

The marshal laughed heartily when Fergus told of his 
escape in the disguise of an Austrian field-officer. 

“It was most admirably managed, Tergus,” he said when 
the tale was finished; “‘and your making for Vienna instead 
of for the frontier was a masterly stroke. Of course your 
finding a friend there was most fortunate, but even had you 
not done so, I have no doubt you would have got through 
somehow. I think the best idea of all was your taking the 
post-horses, and then getting a fresh suit of clothes from the 
postmaster. Iam glad you ordered the major’s suit of clothes 
to be sent back to him. I should have liked to have seen his 
face when he found that not only his uniform, but his prisoner 
had disappeared. It will be a good story to tell the king. 
He has sore troubles enough on his shoulders, for the difficul- 
ties are thickening round; and although Frederick is a born 
general, he really loves peace, and quiet, and books, and the 
society of a few friends far better than the turmoil into which 
we are plunged. 

“The French are going to open the campaign in the spring 
with an army of a hundred thousand men. Russia will 
invade the east frontier with certainly as many more, perhaps 
a hundred and fifty thousand. They say these rascally 
Swedes, who have not a shadow of quarrel against us, intend 
to land fifty thousand men in Pomerania, and that Austria will 
put two hundred and fifty thousand in the field. Even-tempered 
and self-relying as the king is, all this is enough to drive him 
to despair, and anything that will interest him for an hour 
and make him forget his difficulties is very welcome.” 

The marshal asked many questions, for, as he said, the king 
would like to know all the ins and outs of the matter, and he 
knew that Fergus would much rather that the story should be 
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told the king by another than that he should be called upon to 
do so. 

‘“T hope the horse came back safely, Lindsay ?” Fergus asked 
as they left the marshal’s apartments. 

“Oh, yes! he went back with the convoy of wounded, and 
he is now safe in Keith’s stable; the other is, of course, at the 
count’s. I sent your things back at the same time, and when 
we returned here I packed everything up and sewed them in 
a sack; they are all in the store-room.” 

“What has become of Karl? did he get safely back?” 

“Yes; but he had a nasty sabre wound he got in the charge, 
anc he was in hospital for six weeks. The king gave him a 
handsome present on the day after he came in, and would 
have given him a commission if he would have taken it, but 
he declined altogether, saying that he was very comfortable 
as he was. His colonel would have made him a sergeant at 
once, but he refused that also. Just at present he is still 
looking after your horse, and helping generally in Keith’s 
stable. His wound was on the head, and he is scarcely fit for 
duty with his regiment, so of course he will now fall in to his 
place with you again.” 

Fergus went down to the stable, where he was received 
with the greatest delight by Karl, whose pride in his master 
was great after his exploit at Count Eulenfurst’s, and had 
been heightened by the feeling excited in the army at his 
having saved the cavalry from destruction. 

“T thought that you would be back by the spring, Cap- 
tain,” he said. ‘‘ Donald and I have talked it over many a 
time, and we were of one mind that if any one could get away 
from an Austrian prison you would do it.” 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


PRAGUE. 


HE next morning Fergus rode over to see Count Eulenfurst. 
He found him quite restored to health, and was received 
by him, the countess, and Thirza with great pleasure. 

‘““My return in safety is in no small degree due to you, 
count. Had it not been for the letter to Count Platurn with 
which the countess furnished me, I doubt whether I should have 
been able to get through, or at any rate if I had done so it 
could only have been with many hardships and dangers, and 
certainly great delay.” 

‘““T have no doubt that the help you received from the count 
was of considerable assistance to you, and lessened your difh- 
culties much, Captain Drummond, but I am sure you would 
have managed without it. Had you formed any plans as to 
what you would have done had you found him absent ?” 

‘“T had thought of several things, count, but I had settled 
on nothing. I should have remained but a day in Vienna, 
and should have exchanged the suit I had got from the inn- 
keeper for some other. My idea was that I had best join one 
of the convoys of provisions going up to Bohemia. I calcu- 
lated that I should have no difficulty in obtaining a place as a 
driver, for of course the service is not popular, and any of the 
men would have been glad enough for me to take his place. 
I might thus have got forward as far as Prague. After that 
I must have taken my chance, and I think I could in the 
same sort of way have got as far as Leitmeritz; but there I 
might have been detained for a very long time, until there 
was an opportunity of crossing the defiles. It would have been 
difficult, indeed, for me to have earned my living there, and 
what was left of the money I had after paying for the land- 
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lord’s suit, would scarce have lasted, with the closest pinching, 
till spring.” 

“You would have managed it somehow, I am sure,” Thirza 
said confidently. ‘“‘After getting out of that strong fortress 
it would be nothing to get out of Bohemia into Saxony.” 

“We have notcongratulated you yet,” thecountess said, ‘upon 
your last promotion. Lieutenant Lindsay came over to tell us 
about it and how you had gained it. Of course we were 
greatly pleased, although grieved to hear that you had been 
made prisoner. We wondered whether, at the time you were 
captured, you had any of the letters I had written with you, 
and whether they would come in useful. It did not even 
occur to me that you would have called upon Count Platurn, 
my cousin. I thought that you might be detained at Prague, but 
Vienna is the last place where we should have pictured you. 
Had we known that you had been sent to Spielberg I think we 
should have given up all hope of seeing you again until you 
were exchanged, for I have heard that it is one of the strongest 
of the Austrian fortresses. I do hope, Captain Drummond, we 
shall see a great deal of you this winter. There will not be 
many gaieties, though no doubt there will be some state balls; 
but there will be many little gatherings as usual among our- 
selves, and we shall count upon you to attend them always, 
unless you are detained on service. We learn that it is prob- 
able your king will pass the whole of the winter here.” 

“We will send your horse down to you to-day,” the count 
said. ‘You will find him in good condition. He has been 
regularly exercised.” 

“Thank you very much, count. I wrote to you before I 
started, but I have had no opportunity of thanking yon per- 
sonally for those splendid animals. Sorry as I was to lose the 
horse I rode at Lobositz, [ congratulated myself that I was 
not riding one of yours.” 
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“ { should have had no difficulty in replacing him, Captain 
Drummond,” the count said with a smile. ‘The least we can 
do is to keep you in horse-flesh while the war lasts, which I 
hope will not be very long, for surely your king can never 
hope to make head against the forces that will assail him in 
the spring, but will be glad to make peace on any terms.” 

‘“No doubt he would be glad to, count; but as his enemies 
propose to divide his dominions among them, it is not very 
clear what terms he could make. But though I grant that on 
paper the odds against him is enormous, I think that you 
will see there will be some hard fighting yet before Prussia is 
partitioned.” 

‘Perhaps so,” the count replied; “but surely the end must 
be the same. You know I have been a strong opponent of the 
course taken by the court here. Saxony and Prussia as Pro- 
testant countries should be natural allies, and I consider it is 
infamous that the court, or rather Bruhl, who is all-powerful, 
should have joined in a coalition against Frederick, who had 
given us no cause of complaint whatever. My sympathies, 
then, are wholly with him; but I can see no hope whatever of 
his successfully resisting this tremendous combination.” 

‘Various things might happen, count. The Empresses of 
Russia or Austria or the Pompadour might die, or the allies 
might quarrel between themselves. England may find some 
capable statesman who will once again get an army together, 
and, joined perhaps by the Netherlands, give France so much 
to do that she will not be able to give much help to her allies.” 

“Yes, all these things might happen; but Frederick's first 
campaign has been to a great extent a failure. It is true that 
he has established Saxony as his base, but the Saxon troops 
will be of no advantage to him. He would have acted much 
more wisely had he, on their surrender, allowed them to dis- 
band and go to their homes. Many then might have enlisted 
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voluntarily. The country would not have had a legitimate 
grievance, and the common religious tie would soon have 
turned the scale in favour of Prussia, who, as all see, has been 
driven to this invasion by our court’s intrigues with Austria. 
Had he done this he could have marched straight to Prague, 
have overrun all Bohemia, established his head-quarters there, 
and menaced Vienna itself in the spring.” 

‘“TLooking at it coolly, that might have been the best way, 
count; but a man who finds that three or four of his neigh- 
bours have entered into a plot to attack his house and seize all 
his goods may be pardoned if he does not at first go the very 
wisest way to work.” 

The count laughed. “I hope that the next campaign will 
turn out differently; but I own that I can scarce see a pos- 
sibility of Prussia alone making head against the dangers that 
surround her.” 

The winter passed quietly. There were fétes, state balls, 
and many private entertainments, for while all Europe was 
indignant, or pretended to be so, at the occupation of Saxony, 
the people of that country were by no means so angry on their 
own account. They were no more heavily taxed by Frederick 
than they were by their own court, and now that the published 
treaty between the Confederates had made it evident that the 
country, without its own consent, had been deeply engaged in 
a conspiracy hostile to Prussia, none could deny that Frederick 
was amply justified in the step he had taken. At these 
parties only Prussian officers who were personal friends of the 
host were invited, but Fergus, who had been introduced by 
Count Eulenfurst to all his acquaintances, was always asked, and 
was requested to bring with him a few of his personal friends. 
Lindsay, therefore, was generally his companion, and was, 
indeed, in a short time invited for his own sake, for the Scottish 
officers were regarded in a different light to the Prussians, and 
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their pleasant manners and frank gaiety made them general 
favourites. 

Their duties as aides-de-ccamp were now light indeed, 
although both were two or three times sent with despatches 
to Berlin, and even to more distant parts of Prussia, where 
preparations for the coming campaign were being made on a 
great scale. The whole Prussian population were united. It 
was a war not for conquest but for existence, and all classes 
responded cheerfully to the royal demands. These were con- 
fined to orders for drafts of men, for no new tax of any kind 
was laid on the people, the expenses of the war being met 
entirely from the treasure that had since the termination of 
the Silesian war been steadily accumulating, a fixed sum being 
laid by every year to meet any emergency that might arise. 

Lowards spring both parties were ready to take the field. 
The allies had 430,000 men ready for service. Frederick had 
150,000 well-trained soldiers, while 40,000 newly-raised troops 
were posted in fortresses at points most open to invasion. 
The odds were indeed sufficient to appal even the steadfast 
heart of Frederick of Prussia, but no one would have judged 
from the calm and tranquil manner in which the king made 
his arrangements to meet the storm that he had any doubt as 
to the issue. Man for man, the Prussian soldier of the time 
was the finest in the world. He was splendidly drilled, 
absolutely obedient to orders, and filled with implicit confidence 
in his king and his comrades. He had been taught to march 
with extraordinary rapidity, and at the same time to manceuvre 
with the regularity and perfection of a machine, and could 
be trusted in all emergencies to do everything that man was 
capable of. 

The French army, 110,000 strong, was the first to move, an- 
other 30,000 men were preparing to march to join the army that 
had been got up by that mixed body, the German Federation. 
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The main force was to move through Hanover. To oppose 
them was a mixed army, maintained by British money, com- 
prising Hanoverians, Brunswickers, and Hessians, some 50,000 
strong, commanded by the Duke of Cumberland. With these 
were some 5000 Prussians, who had, by Frederick’s orders, 
evacuated the frontier fortresses and joined what was called 
the British army of observation. Frederick prepared for the 
present to deal with the Austrians, intending, if successful 
against them, to send off 25,000 men to strengthen Cumber- 
land’s army. The proposed Swedish invasion was altogether 
disregarded; but thirty thousand men, principally militia, were 
posted to check the Russian invasion. So quiet had been the 
preparations that none of their enemies dreamt that the Prus- 
slans would assume the offensive, but considered that they 
would confine their efforts to defending the defiles into Saxony 
and Nilesia. 

But this was not Frederick’s idea. As spring approached he 
had been busy redistributing his troops from their winter canton- 
ment and preparing three armies for the invasion of Bohemia. 
April had been a busy month for the staff, and the aides-de- 
camp had passed their days, and even their nights, on horse- 
back. At last all was in readiness for the delivery of the 
stroke, and on the 20th the king started from Lockwitz, 
facing the old Saxon camp at Pirna, the Duke of Bevern from 
Lausitz, and Marshal Schwerin from Schlesien, and without 
the slightest warning the three great columns poured down 
into Bohemia. 

The movement took the Austrians absolutely by surprise. Not 
dreaming of such a step on Frederick’s part, they had prepared 
near the frontier vast magazines for the supply of their advanc- 
ing army. These had to be abandoned in the greatest haste, 
and a sufficient amount of food to supply the entire army for 
three months fell into the hands of the Prussians. Marshal 
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Browne and General Konigseck, who commanded the Austrian 
armies in Bohemia, fell back to Prague with the greatest speed 
that they could make. The light irregular corps that Frederick 
had raised during the winter and placed under experienced 
and energetic officers, pervaded the whole country, capturing 
magazines and towns, putting some to ransom, dispersing 
small bodies of the enemy, and spreading terror far and wide. 
Browne succeeded in reaching Prague before the king could 
come up to him. SBevern, however, overtook Konigseck, and 
greatly hastened his retreat, killing a thousand men and 
taking five hundred prisoners, after which Konigseck reached 
Prague without further molestation, the Duke of Bevern join- 
ing Schwerin’s column. 

The Austrians retired through Prague and encamped on high 
ground on the south side of the city, Prince Karl being now 
in command of the whole. Had this prince been possessed of 
military talents or listened to Marshal Browne’s advice, instead 
of taking up a defensive position, he would have marched with 
his whole army against the king, whose force he would very 
greatly have outnumbered; but instead of doing so he re- 
mained inactive. On the 2nd of May, twelve days after mov- 
ing from Saxony, Frederick arrived within sight of Prague. 
So closely had he followed the retreating Austrians that he 
occupied that evening a monastery at which Prince Karl and 
Marshal Browne had slept the night before. 

Thirty thousand men, who were under the command of 
Marshal Keith, were left to watch Prague and its garrison, 
while Frederick on Tuesday searched for a spot where he could 
cross the river and effect a junction with Schwerin. He knew 
his position, and had arranged that three cannon-shots were 
to be the signal that the river had been crossed. A pontoon 
bridge was rapidly thrown over, the. signal was given, and 
the Prussians poured across it; and before the whole were 
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over Schwerin’s light cavalry came up, and an arrangement 
was made that the two forces should meet at six o'clock next 
morning at a spot within two miles of the Austrian camp on 
the Lisca hills. 

All this time the Austrians stood inactive, and permitted 
the Prussian columns to join hands without the slightest 
attempt to interfere with them. Had Browne been in com- 
mand very different steps would have been taken, but Prince 
Karl was indolent, self-confident, and opinionated; and had set 
his army to work to strengthen its position in every possible 
manner. This was naturally extremely strong, its right flank 
being covered by swampy ground formed by a chain of ponds 
from which the water was let off in the winter, and the ground 
sown with oats. These were now a brilliant green, and to the 
eyes of Frederick and his generals, surveying them from the 
distance, had the aspect of ordinary meadows. The whole 
ground was commanded by redoubts and batteries on the hill, 
which rose precipitately seven or eight hundred feet behind the 
position. In the batteries were sixty heavy cannon, while 
there were in addition one hundred and fifty field-guns. 

Well might Prince Karl think his position altogether un- 
assailable, and believe that if the Prussians were mad enough 
to attack they would be destroyed. Frederick and Schwerin 
spent much time in surveying the position, and agreed that on 
two sides the Austrian position was absolutely impregnable, 
but that on the right flank attack was possible. Schwerin 
would fain have waited until the next morning, since his troops 
were fatigued by their long marches, and had been on foot 
since midnight. The Austrians, however, were expecting a 
reinforcement of thirty thousand men under Daun to join 
them hourly, and the king therefore decided on an attack, the 
terrible obstacles presented by the swamps being altogether 
unnoticed. 
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With incredible speed the Prussians moved away to their 
left, and by eleven o'clock were in readiness to attack the 
right flank of the Austrian position. 

Browne, however, was in command here, and as soon as the 
intention of the Prussians was perceived, he swung back the 
right wing of the army at right angles to its original position, 
so that he presented a front to the Prussian attack, massing 
thickly at Sterbold, a village at the edge of the swamps. 
Rapidly the whole of the artillery and cavalry were formed up 
on this face, and quick as had been the advance of the Prus- 
sians, the Austrians were perfectly ready to meet them. 

Led by General Winterfeld, the Prussians rushed forward, 
but as they advanced a terrific artillery fire was opened upon 
them. Winterfeld was wounded severely, and the troops fell 
back. The main body now advanced under Schwerin, and the 
whole again pressed forward. In spite of the incessant rain of 
grape and case shot, the Prussians advanced until they reached 
the pleasant green meadows they had seen in the distance. 
Then the real nature of the ground was at once disclosed. 

The troops sunk to the knee, and in many cases to the waist, 
in the treacherous mud. Soldiers less valiant and less disciplined 
would have shrunk appalled at the obstacle, but the Prussians 
struggled on, dragging themselves forward with the greatest 
difficulty through mud, through slush, through a rain of grape 
from upwards of two hundred cannon, and through a storm 
of musketry fire from the infantry. Regiment after regi- 
ment, as it reached the edge of the dismal swamp, plunged in 
unhesitatingly, crawling and struggling onward. Never in the 
annals of warfare was there a more terrible fight. For three 
hours it continued without a moment’s interval. Thousands 
of the assailants had fallen, and their bodies had been trodden 
deep into the swamp, as their comrades pressed after them. 
Sometimes a regiment struggled back out of the mire, thinking 
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it beyond mortal power to win victory under such terms, but 
the next moment they re-formed and flung themselves into the 
fight again. 

Schwerin, seeing the regiment named after him recoil, 
placed himself at their head, and shouting, “Follow me, my 
sons!” led them till he fell dead, struck by five grape-shot. 
The Austrians fought as stoutly, Marshal Browne leading 
them till a cannon-ball took off his foot, and he was carried 
into Prague, to die there six weeks later. While this terrible 
struggle was going on, the Prussian cavalry had made a very 
wide circuit round the ponds and lakelets, and charged the 
Austrian horse on Browne’s extreme right. The first lines 
were broken by it, but so many and strong were they that the 
Prussians were brought to a stand-still; then they drew back 
and charged a second and a third time. The Austrians gave 
way; Prince Karl himself, brave if incapable, did his best to 
rally them, but in vain; and at last they fled in headlong 
rout, pursued for many miles by Ziethen’s horsemen. 

Still the infantry struggle was maintained. At last the 
Prussian right wing, hitherto not engaged, though suffering 
from the artillery fire on the heights, had their turn. General 
Mannstein discovered that at the angle where Browne threw 
back the right wing of the army, to face the Prussians, there 
was a gap. The troops there had gradually pressed more to 
their right to take part in the tremendous conflict, and the elbow 
was therefore defended only by a half-moon battery. Through 
the fish tanks he led the way, followed by Princes Henry and 
Ferdinand. The whole division struggled through the mud, 
drove back the Austrians hastily brought up to oppose them, 
captured the battery, and poured into the gap, thereby cutting 
the Austrian army in two, and taking both halves in flank. 

This was the deciding point of the battle. The Austrian 


right, already holding its own with difficulty, was — up 
( M 393 ) 
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and forced to fall back hastily; the other half of the army, 
isolated by the irruption, threw itself back, and endeavoured 
to make a fresh stand at spots defended by batteries and 
stockades. But all was in vain; the Prussians pressed forward 
exultingly, the fresh troops leading the way. In spite of the 
confusion occasioned by the loss of their commanders, and of 
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the surprise caused by the sudden break-up of their line by 
the inrush of Mannstein and the princes, the Austrians fought 
stoutly. Four times they made a stand, but the Prussians 
were not to be denied; the Austrian guns that had been cap- 
tured were turned against them, and, at last giving way, they 
fled for Prague, where some 40,000 of them rushed for shelter, 
while 15,000 fled up the valley of the Moldau. 

Had it not been that an accident upset Frederick’s calcula- 
tions, the greater portion of the Austrians would have been 
obliged to lay down their arms. Prince Maurice of Dessau 
had been ordered to move with the right wing of Keith’s 
army, 15,000 strong, to take up a position in the Austrian 
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rear. This position he should have reached hours before, but 
in his passage down a narrow lane some of the pontoons for 
bridging the river were injured. When the bridge was put 
together it proved too short to reach the opposite bank. ‘The 
cavalry in vain endeavoured to swim the river, the stream was 
too strong, and Frederick’s masterly combination broke down, 
and the bulk of the Austrians, instead of being forced to 
surrender, were simply shut up in Prague with its garrison. 

The battle of Prague was one of the fiercest ever fought. 
The Austrian army had improved wonderfully since the Silesian 
war; their artillery were specially good, their infantry had 
adopted many of the Prussian improvements, and had Browne 
been in sole command and had he escaped unwounded, the 
issue of the day might have been changed. The Prussians lost 
12,500 men, killed and wounded; the Austrians, including 
prisoners, 13,300. Frederick himself put the losses higher, 
estimating that of the Austrians at 24,000, of whom 5000 
were prisoners, that of the Prussians at 18,000, “without count- 
ing Marshal Schwerin, who alone was worth about 10,000”. 
It is evident that the king’s estimate of the loss of the Austrians 
must have been excessive. ‘They had the advantage of standing 
on the defensive. The Prussian guns did but comparatively 
little service, while their own strong batteries played with 
tremendous effect upon the Prussians, struggling waist-deep in 
the mud. There can therefore be little doubt that the latter 
must have suffered in killed and wounded a much heavier loss 
than the Austrians. 

Impassive as he was, and accustomed to show his feelings 
but little, Frederick was deeply affected at the loss of his 
trusted general and of the splendid soldiers who had been so 
long and carefully trained; and even had Prague fallen, the 
victory would have been a disastrous one for him, for, threat- 
ened as he was by overwhelming forces, the loss of 5000 men 
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to him was quite as serious as that of 20,000 men to the 
Confederates. 

In Keith’s army there had been considerable disappointment 
when it became known that they were to remain impassive 
spectators of the struggle, and that while their comrades were 
fighting they had simply to blockade the northern side of the 
city. 

“You will have plenty of opportunities,” the marshal said 
quietly to his aides-de-camp on seeing their downcast look. 
“This war is but beginning; it will be our turn next time. 
For it is a great task the king has set himself in attempting 
to carry the strong position that the Austrians have taken up, 
and he will not do it without very heavy loss. To-morrow 
you may have reason to congratulate yourselves that we have 
had no share in the business.” 

Nevertheless as the day went on, and the tremendous roar 
of battle rolled down upon them, terrible, continuous, and 
never ceasing for three hours, even Keith walked in a state 
of feverish anxiety backwards and forwards in front of his 
tent, while the troops stood in groups talking in low tones 
and trying to pierce with their eyes the dun-coloured cloud 
of smoke that hung over the combatants on the other side of 
Prague. When at last the din of battle went rolling down 
towards that city, the feeling of joy was intense. In many 
the relief from the tension and the long excitement was so 
great that they burst into tears, some shook hands with each 
other, others threw their caps into the air, and then a few 
voices burst into the well-known verse of the church hymn: 

“Nun danket alle Gott, 
Mit herzen mund und handen”, 
of which our English translation runs: 


«Now thank we all our God, 
With hands and hearts and voices”. 
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And in a moment it was taken up by 30,000 deep voices ina 
solemn chorus, the regimental bands at once joining in the jubi- 
lant thanksgiving. Pious men were these honest, Protestant, 
hard-fighting soldiers, and very frequently on their long marches 
they beguiled the way by the stirrmg hymns of the church. 
Keith and those around him stood bareheaded as the hymn 
was sung, and not a word was spoken for some time after the 
strains had subsided. 

“That is good to listen to,” Keith said, breaking the silence. 
“We have often heard the psalm-singing of Cromwell’s Iron- 
sides spoken of with something like contempt, but we can 
understand now how men who sing like that with all their 
hearts should be almost invincible.” 

“Tt is the grandest thing that I have ever heard, marshal,” 
Fergus said. ‘Of course I have heard them when they were 
marching, but it did not sound lke this.” 

‘No, Fergus; it was the appropriateness of the occasion, 
and perhaps the depth of the feelings of the men, and our 
own sense of immense relief, that made it so striking. Listen! 
there is a fresh outburst of firing. The Austrians have fallen 
back, but they are fighting stoutly.” 

The chief effect of this great battle was of a moral rather 
than material kind. Prague was not a strong place, but with a 
garrison of 50,000 men it was too well defended to assault, and 
until it was taken Frederick could not march on as he had in- 
tended and leave so great a force in the rear. The moral effect 
was, however, enormous. The allies had deemed that they 
had a ridiculously easy task before them, and that Frederick 
would have to retreat before their advancing armies, and must 
at last see that there was nothing but surrender before him. 

That he should have emerged from behind the shelter of the 
Saxon hills, and have shattered the most formidable army of 
those that threatened him on ground of their own choosing, 
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intrenched and fortified, caused a feeling of consternation and 
dismay. The French army, the Russians, and the united force 
of the French with the German Confederacy were all arrested 
on their march, and a month elapsed before they were again 
set in motion. Marshal Daun, who had arrived at Erdwise, 
fell back at once when the news reached him, and taking post 
at the entrance of the defile he made the greatest efforts to 
increase his army. Reinforcements were sent to him from 
Vienna and all the adjacent country. The Duke of Bevern 
was posted with 20,000 men to watch him, and Frederick sat 
down with all his force to capture Prague. 

The siege train was hurried up from Dresden, and on the 
9th of May his batteries on the south side of the city, and 
those of Keith on the north, opened fire on the city. For a 
month missiles were poured into the town. Magazines were 
blown up and terrible destruction done, but the garrison held 
out firmly. At times they made sorties, but these were always 
driven in again with much loss. But 50,000 men behind 
fortifications, however weak, were not to be attacked. Every 
approach to the city was closely guarded, but it became at last 
evident that as long as the provisions held out Prague was not 
to be taken. The cannonade became less incessant, and after a 
month almost died away, for Daun had by this time gathered 
a large army, and it was evident that another great battle 
would have to be fought. If this was won by the Prussians 
Prague would be forced to surrender; if not, the city was saved. 

It was not until the 12th of June that Daun, a cautious 
and careful general, in accordance with urgent orders from 
Vienna prepared to advance. His force had now grown to 
60,000; 40,000 of the garrison of Prague could be spared to 
issue out to help him. Frederick had under 70,000, and of 
these a great portion must remain to guard their siege works. 
Thus, then, all the advantages lay with the relieving army. 
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Several officers in disguise were despatched by Daun, to carry 
into Prague the news of his advance, and to warn Prince Karl 
to sally out with the whole of his force and fall upon the 
Prussians as soon as he attacked them in the rear. So 
vigilant, however, were the besiegers that none of these 
messengers succeeded in entering Prague. 

On the 13th Frederick set out with 10,000 men, to be followed 
by 4000 more under Prince Maurice two days later, these being 
all that could be spared from the siege works, to join Bevern, 
who had fallen back as Daun advanced. The junction effected, 
Frederick joined Bevern, and approached Daun, who was posted 
in a strong position near Kolin, thirty-five miles from Prague. 
On the 17th Prince Maurice arrived, and after several changes 
of position the armies faced each other on the 18th within a 
short distance of Kolin. Daun’s new position was also a strong 
one, and was in fact only to be assailed on its right, and the 
Prussian army was moved in that direction, their order being 
to pay no attention to the Austrian batteries or musketry fire, 
but to march steadily to the spot indicated. ‘This was done. 
Ziethen dashed with his hussars upon the Austrian cavalry, drawn 
up to bar the way, defeated them and drove them far from the 
field, while Hulsen’s division of infantry carried the village of 
Preezer on the Austrian flank, in spite of the Austrian batteries, 

So far Frederick’s combination had worked admirably. 
Hulsen then attacked a wood behind it, strongly held by the 
Austrians. Here a struggle commenced which lasted the whole 
day, the wood being several times taken and lost. He was not 
supported owing to a mistake that entirely upset Frederick’s 
plan of battle. While three miles away from the point where 
the attack was to be delivered Mannstein, whose quickness of 
inspiration had largely contributed to the victory of Prague, now 
ruined Frederick’s plan by his impetuosity. The corn-fields 
through which his division was marching towards the assault 
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of the Austrian left were full of Croats, who kept up so galling 
a fire that, losing all patience, he turned and attacked them. 
The regiment to which he gave the order cleared the Croats 
off, but these returned strongly reinforced. 

The regiments coming behind, supposing that fresh orders 
had arrived, also turned off, and in a short time the whole 
division, whose support was so sorely needed by Hulsen, were 
assaulting the almost impregnable Austrian position in front. 
Another mistake, this time arising from a misconception of a 
too brief and positive order given by Frederick himself, led 
Prince Maurice, who commanded the Prussian centre, to hurl 
himself in like manner against the Austrians. For four hours 
the battle raged. In spite of their disadvantages the Prussians 
fought so desperately that Daun believed the day to be lost, 
and sent orders to the troops to retreat to Suchdol; but the 
commander of the Saxon cavalry considered the order pre- 
mature, and gathering a large body of Austrian infantry, 
charged with them and his own cavalry so furiously upon 
Hulsen that the latter was forced to retreat. 

The movement spread, the attack slackened, and the other 
division moved down the hill they had all but won. Frederick 
in vain tried to rally and lead them afresh to the attack. They 
had done all that men could do, and the battle ceased. Daun 
scarcely attempted to pursue; and the Prussians marched away, 
unmolested even by cavalry, some of the regiments remaining 
firm in their position until nightfall, repulsing with great loss 
the one attempt of the Austrians at pursuit, and Ziethen’s 
cavalry did not draw off until ten at night. The Austrians 
had 60,000 men in the field, of whom they lost in killed and 
wounded 8114; the Prussians, who began the day 34,000 
strong, lost 13,773, of whom the prisoners, including all the 
wounded, amounted to 5380. 

The news of the disaster, and with it Frederick’s order to 
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prepare to raise the siege of Prague at once, came like a thun- 
der-clap upon the Prussian camp. Frederick himself and the 
remnant of his army arrived there in good order with all their 
baggage-train a day later. The cannon were removed from 
the batteries, the magazines emptied, and in good order, and 
without any attempt on the part of the Austrian garrison to 
molest them, the Prussian army marched away and took up 
their post at Leitmeritz. The news that an Austrian army had 
at last beaten Frederick, and that Prague was saved, caused an 
exultation and joy among the allies equal to the dismay that 
had been aroused by the defeat at Prague, although there was 
nothing remarkable or worth much congratulation in the fact 
that an army, in an almost impregnable position, had repulsed 
the attack of another of little over half its strength. 


CHAPTER IX. 


IN DISGUISE. 


EITMERITZ, lying as it did but a short distance beyond 
the mouth of the defiles leading into Saxony, was an 
admirably chosen position; supplies for the army could be 
brought up by the Elbe, and a retreat was assured should an 
overwhelming force advance to the attack, while from this 
spot Frederick could march at once either to the defence of 
Silesia or to check an enemy approaching from the west to- 
wards the defiles through the mountains. 

The news of the defeat at Kolin set all the enemies of Prussia 
in movement. The Russian army entered East Prussia, where 
there was no adequate force to oppose it, the Swedes issued 
from Stralsund, the French pressed hard upon the so-called 
British column of observation, and forced the Duke of Cumber- 
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land to retreat before them. Another French army, in con- 
junction with that of the German Confederacy, threatened the 
western passes into Saxony. 

As yet 1t was impossible to say where Marshal Daun and 
Prince Karl would deliver their blow, and great efforts were 
made to fill up the terrible gaps created at Prague and Kolin 
in the regiments most hotly engaged, with fresh troops, who 
were speedily rendered by incessant drills and discipline fit to 
take their places in the ranks with the veterans. The king 
was lodged in the cathedral close of the city. Keith with his 
division occupied the other side of the river, across which a 
bridge was at once thrown. Prince Maurice and Bevern had 
gone to Bunzlau at the junction of the Iser and Elbe, but 
when, upon a crowd of light Austrian horse approaching, the 
Prince sent to the king to ask whether he should retreat, he 
was at once recalled and the Prince of Prussia appointed in his 
stead. 

On the 2nd of July came news which, on the top of his other 
troubles, almost prostrated Frederick. ‘This was of the death 
of his mother, to whom he was most fondly attached; he re- 
tired from public view for some days; for although he was as 
iron in the hour of battle, he was a man of very sensitive dis- 
position, and fondly attached to hisfamily. His chief confidant 
during this sad time was the English ambassador, Mitchell, 
a bluff, shrewd, hearty man, for whom the king had conceived 
a close friendship. He had accompanied Frederick from the 
time he left Berlin, and had even been near him on the battle- 
fields, and it was in no small degree due to his despatches and cor- 
respondence that we have obtained so close a view of Frederick 
the man, as distinct from Frederick the king and general. 

The Prince of Prussia, however, did no better than Prince 
Maurice. The main Austrian army after much hesitation at 
last crossed the Elbe and moved against him, thinking, doubt- 
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less, that he was a less formidable antagonist than the king. 
The prince fell back, but in such hesitating and blundering 
fashion that he allowed the Austrians to get between him and 
his base, the town of Zittau, where his magazines had been 
established. Zittau stood at the foot of the mountain, and 
was a Saxon town. The Austrians had come to deliver 
Saxony, and they began the work by firing red-hot balls into 
Zittau, thereby laying the whole town in ashes, rendering 
10,000 people homeless, and doing no injury whatever to the 
Prussian garrison or magazines. 

The heat, however, from the ruins was so terrible that the 
five battalions in garrison there were unable to support it, 
and evacuating the town joined the prince’s army, which im- 
mediately retired to Bautzen on the other side of the moun- 
tains, leaving the defiles to Saxony and Silesia both unguarded. 
As messenger after messenger arrived at Leitmeritz with reports 
of the movements of the troops, the astonishment and indig- 
nation of Frederick rose higher and higher. The whole fruits 
of the campaign were lost by this astounding succession of 
blunders, and on hearing that Zittau had been destroyed, and 
that the army had arrived at Bautzen in the condition of a 
beaten and disheartened force, he at once started with the bulk 
of the army by the Elbe passes for that town, leaving Maurice 
of Dessau with 10,000 men to secure the passes, and Keith 
to follow more slowly with the baggage-train and magazines. 

On his arrival at Bautzen Frederick refused to speak to his 
brother, but sent him a message saying that he deserved to 
be brought before a court-martial which would sentence him 
and all his generals to death, but that he should not carry the 
matter so far, being unable to forget that the chief offender was 
his brother. The prince resigned his command, and the king 
in answer to his letter to that effect said that, in the situation 
created by him, nothing was left but to éry the last extremity. 
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“T must go and give battle,” he wrote, “and if we cannot 
conquer we must all of us get ourselves killed.” 

Frederick, indeed, as his letters show, had fully made up his 
mind that he would die in battle rather than live beaten. The 
animosity of his enemies was to a large extent personal to 
himself, and he believed that they would after his death be 
inclined to give better terms to Prussia than they would ever 
grant while he lived. For three weeks the king vainly tried 
to get the Austrians to give battle, but Prince Karl and Daun 
remained on the hill from which they had bombarded Zittau, 
and which they had now strongly fortified. 

Their barbarous and most useless bombardment of Zittau 
had done their cause harm, for it roused a fierce cry of in- 
dignation throughout Europe, even among their allies, excited 
public feeling in England to the highest point in favour of 
Frederick, and created a strong feeling of hostility to the 
Austrians throughout Saxony. As soon as Keith and the wag- 
gon-train arrived, bringing up the Prussian strength to 56,000, 
the king started on the 15th August (1757) for Bernstadt, 
and then, to the stupefaction of the Austrians,—who had be- 
lieved that they had either Saxony or Silesia at their mercy 
whenever they could make up their mind which ought first to 
be gobbled up,—so rapidly did the Prussian cavalry push for- 
ward that Generals Beck and Nadasti were both so taken by 
surprise that they had to ride for their lives, leaving baggage- 
coaches, horses, and all their belongings behind them. 

On the 16th Frederick with the army marched and offered 
battle to the Austrians, but although so superior in numbers 
they refused to be beguiled from their fortified hill. At last, 
after tempting them in vain, Frederick was forced to abandon 
the attempt and return to Saxony bitterly disappointed. He 
had wanted above all things to finish with the Austrians, 
so as to be able to move off to the other points threatened. 
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He now arranged that Bevern and Winterfeld should take 
the command in his absence, watch the Austrians, and guard 
Silesia, while he, with 23,000 men, marched on the 31st of 
August from Dresden with the intention of attacking the com- 
bined French and German Confederacy force under Soubise 
that had already reached Erfurt. Keith accompanied the 
king on his harassing march. 

Since the arrival of the army at Leitmeritz, Fergus had been 
incessantly engaged in carrying despatches between that town 
and Dresden, and worked even harder while the king was 
trying, but in vain, to bring about an engagement with the 
Austrians. For the first few days after starting for Erfurt he 
had a comparatively quiet time of it. The marshal was now 
constantly the king’s companion, his cheerful and buoyant 
temper being invaluable to Frederick in this time of terrible 
anxiety. Fergus would have found it dull work had it not 
been for the companionship of Lindsay, who was always light- 
hearted and ready to make the best of everything. 

“T would rather be an aide-de-camp than a general at 
present, Drummond,” he said one day. ‘Thank goodness we 
get our orders and have to carry them out, and leave all the 
thinking to be done by others! Never was there such a mess 
as this. Here we are in October, and we are very much as we 
were when we began in March.” 

“Yes, except that all our enemies are drawing closer to us.” 

“They are closer certainly, but none of them would seem 
to know what he wants to do, and as for fighting, it is of all 
things that which they most avoid. We have been trying for 
the last two months for a fight with the Austrians, and cannot 
get one; now we are off to Erfurt, and I will wager a month’s 
pay that the French will retire as soon as we approach, and 
we shall have all this long tramp for nothing and will have to 
hurry back again as fast as we came.” 
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“Tt is unfortunate that we had to come, Lindsay. Things 
always seem to go badly when the king himself is not present, 
the princes make blunder after blunder, and I have no faith in 
Bevern.” 

“No,” Lindsay agreed, ‘‘but he has Winterfeld with him.” 

“Yes, he is a splendid fellow,” Drummond said; “but 
everyone knows that he and Bevern do not get on well to- 
gether, and that the duke would very much rather that 
Winterfeld was not with him; and with two men like that, 
the one slow and cautious, the other quick and daring, there 
are sure to be disagreements. We are going to attack a force 
more than twice our own strength, but | am much more cer- 
tain as to what will be the result than I am that we shall 
find matters unchanged when we get back here.” 

The foreboding was very quickly confirmed. A day or two 
later came the news that the Austrians had suddenly attacked 
an advanced position called the Jakelsberg, where Winterfeld, 
who commanded the van of Bevern’s army, had posted two 
thousand grenadiers. Prince Karl undertook the operation 
by no means willingly, but the indignation at Vienna at his 
long delays had resulted in imperative orders being sent to him 
to fight. Nadasti was to lead the attack with fifteen thousand 
men, while the main army remained a short distance behind 
ready to move up should a general battle be brought on. 
The march was made at night, and at daybreak a thousand 
Croats and forty companies of regular infantry rushed up the 
hill, Although taken by surprise, the Prussians promptly 
formed and drove them down again. Winterfeld was some miles 
behind, having been escorting an important convoy, and rode 
at a gallop to the spot as soon as he heard the sound of cannon, 
and brought up two regiments at a run just as the grenadiers 
were retiring from the hill, unable to withstand the masses 
hurled against them. 
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Sending urgent messages to Bevern to hurry up reinforce- 
ments, Winterfeld led his two regiments forward, joined 
the grenadiers, and, rushing eagerly up the hill, regained the 
position. But the Austrians were not to be denied, and 
the fight was obstinately sustained on both sides. No rein- 
forcements reached Winterfeld, and after an hour’s desperate 
fighting he was struck in the breast by a musket-ball and 
fell mortally wounded. The Prussians drew off slowly and 
in good order at two o’clock in the afternoon, and soon 
afterwards the Austrians also retired, nothing having come 
of this useless battle save heavy loss to both sides, and the 
killing of one of Frederick’s best and most trusted generals. 
It was not, however, without result, for Bevern, freed from 
the restraint of his energetic colleague, at once fell back 
to Schlesien, where he was more comfortable near his maga- 
Zines. 

Keith sent for Fergus on the evening when this bad news 
had arrived. ‘I want you, lad, to undertake a dangerous 
service. Now that Winterfeld has been killed the king is 
more anxious than ever as to the situation. It is enough to 
madden anyone. It is imperative that he should get to Erfurt 
and fight the French. On the other hand everything may go 
wrong with Bevern while he is away, to say nothing of other 
troubles. Cumberland is retreating to the sea. The Russians 
are ever gaining ground in East Prussia. There is nothing 
now to prevent the remaining French army from marching on 
Berlin; and the Swedes have issued from Stralsund. It may 
be that by this time Soubise has moved from Erfurt, and this 
is what, above all things, we want to know. You showed so 
much shrewdness in your last adventure that I believe you 
might get through this safely. Doubtless there are cavalry 
parties far in advance of Erfurt, and these would have to be 
passed. The point is, will you undertake this mission to go 
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to Erfurt to ascertain the force there, and, if possible, their 
intentions, and bring us back word ?” 

‘“T shall be glad to try, marshal. There should be no diffi- 
culty about it. I shall, of course, go in disguise. I should 
not be likely to fall in with any of the enemy’s cavalry patrols 
till within a short distance of Erfurt; but should I do so there 
would be little chance of their catching me, mounted as I am. 
I could leave my horse within a short distance of the town. 
Iwo or three hours would be sufficient to gather news of the 
strength of the force there, and the movements of any bodies 
of detached troops.” 

“Yes, you should have no great difficulty about that. A 
large proportion of the population are favourable to us, and 
being so near the frontier of Hanover, your accent and theirs 
must be so close that no one would suspect you of being aught 
but a townsman. Of course the great thing is speed. We 
shall march from eighteen to twenty milesa day. You will be 
able to go fifty. That is to say, if you start at once you can 
be there in the morning, and on the following morning you 
can bring us back news.” 

An hour later Fergus, dressed as a small farmer, started. It was 
a main line of road, and therefore he was able to travel as fast 
at night as he would do inthe day. There was the advantage, 
too, that the disparity between his attire and the appearance of 
the horse he rode would pass unnoticed in the darkness. He 
had with him a map of the road on a large scale, and beneath 
his cloak he carried a small lantern, so as to be able to make 
detours to avoid towns where detachments of the enemy’s 
cavalry might be lying. He had started two hours after the 
troops halted, and had four hours of daylight still before him, 
which he made the most of, and by sunset he was within 
fifteen miles of Erfurt. 

So far he had not left the main road, but he now learned 
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from some peasants that there was a small party of French 
hussars at a place three miles ahead. He therefore struck off 
by a by-road, and travelling slowly along turned off, two hours 
later, to a farmhouse, the lights from which had made him aware 
of its proximity. He dismounted a hundred yards from it, 
fastened his horse loosely to a fence, and then went forward on 
foot and peeped in cautiously at the window. It was well that 
he had taken the precaution, for the kitchen into which he 
looked contained a dozen French hussars. He retired at once, 
led his horse until he reached the road again, and then mounted. 

Presently he met a man driving a cart. ‘‘ My friend,” he 
said, ‘do you know of any place where a quiet man could put 
up without running the risk of finding himself in the midst of 
these French and Confederacy troops?” 

‘Tis not easy,” the man replied, “‘for they are all over the 
country, pillaging and plundering. We are heartily sick of 
them, and there are not a few of us who would be glad if the 
King of Prussia would come and turn them out neck and 
crop.” 

“T don’t care what sort of a place it is, so that I could put 
my horse up. It is a good one, and like enough some of these 
fellows would take a fancy to it.” 

“T don’t think that 1t would be safe in any farmhouse with- 
in ten miles of here; but if you like to come with me, my hut 
stands at the edge of a wood, and you could leave him there 
without much risk.” 

“Thank you very much; that would suit me well. It is 
just what I had intended to do, but in the darkness I have no 
great chance of finding a wood. How far are we from Erfurt 
now 2” 

‘About five miles.” 

‘That will do very well. I have some business to do there, 


and can go and come back by the afternoon.” 
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In a quarter of an hour they arrived at the man’s house. It 
was but a small place. 

‘Not much to rob here,” his host said grimly. ‘They have 
taken my two cows andall my poultry. My horse only escaped 
because they did not think him fit for anything. This isa 
stranger, wife,” he went on as a woman rose in some alarm from 
a stool upon which she was crouching by the fire. ‘He will 
stop here for the night, and though there is little enough to 
offer him, at least we can make him welcome.” 

He took a torch from the corner of the room, lighted it at 
the fire, and went out. ‘You are right about your horse, my 
friend,” he said, ‘‘and it is small chance you would have of 
taking him back with you if any of these fellows set eyes on 
him. I see your saddlery hardly matches with your horse.” 

Fergus had, indeed, before starting, taken off his saddle and 
other military equipments, and had replaced them with a com- 
mon country saddle and bridle, adding a pair of rough wallets 
and the commonest of horse-cloths, so as to disguise the animal 
as much as possible. 

“Tam sorry that I cannot give you a feed for the animal,” 
the man went on, “but I have none, and my horse has to make 
shift with what he can pick up.” 

‘JT have one of my wallets full. I baited the horse at inns 
as I came along. He may as well have a feed before I take 
him out into the wood.” 

He poured a good feed on to a flat stone. As he did so the 
peasant’s horse lifted up his head and snuffed the air. 

‘You shall have some too, old boy,” Fergus said, and going 
across was about to empty some on to the ground before it, 
when its owner, taking off his hat, held it out. 

‘Put it into this,” he said. ‘It is seldom indeed that he 
gets such a treat, and I would not that he should lose a grain.” 

Fergus poured a bountiful feed into the hat. ‘“ Now,” he 
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said, “I can supplement your supper as well as your horse’s ;” 
and from the other wallet he produced a cold leg of pork that 
Karl had put in before he started, together with three loaves, 
and two bottles of wine carefully done up in straw. The 
peasant looked astonished as Fergus took these out and 
placed them upon the table. 

“No, no, sir,” he said, ‘we cannot take your food in that way.” 

“You are heartily welcome to it,” Fergus said. “If you 
do not assist me to eat it, it will be wasted. To-morrow I shall 
breakfast at Erfurt, and maybe dine also. I will start as soon 
as I get back.” 

“Well, well, sir, it shall be as you please,” the man said; 
“but 1t seems that we are reversing our parts, and that you 
have become the host and we your guests.” 

It was a pleasant meal by the torch-light. Many a month 
had passed since the peasants had tasted meat, and the bread, 
fresh from the Prussian bakeries, was of a very different qua- 
lity to the black oaten bread to which they were accustomed. 
A horn of good wine completed their enjoyment. When the 
meal was done the man said: 

“Now, master, I will guide you to the wood.” 

There was no occasion to lead the horse, for it as well as its 
companion had been trained to follow their master like dogs, 
and to come to a whistle. The wood was but two or three 
hundred yards off, and the peasant led the way through the 
trees to a small open space in its centre. The saddle and 
bridle had been removed before they left the cottage, and 
Fergus tethered the horse by a foot-rope to a sapling growing 
on the edge of the clearing. Then he patted it on the neck, 
and left it beginning to crop the short grass. 

‘It won't get much,” the peasant said, ‘‘for my animal 
keeps it pretty short; it is his best feeding-place now, and I 
generally turn it out here at night when the day’s work is done.” 
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“What is its work principally ?” 

“There is only one sort now,” the man said. “I cut faggots 
in the forest and take a cart-load into Erfurt twice a week. I 
hope by the spring that all these troubles will be over, and 
then I cultivate two or three acres of ground; but so long as 
these French, and the Confederacy troops, who are as bad, are 
about, it is no use to think of growing anything. Now, sir, is 
there anything that I can do for you?” he went on, after they 
returned to the cottage and had both lit their pipes and seated 
themselves by the fire. “I can see that you are not what 
you look. A farmer does not ride about the country on a 
horse fit for a king, or put up at a cottage like this.” 

“Yes; you can help me by leading me by quiet paths to 
Erfurt. I tell you frankly that my business there is to find 
out how strong the French and Confederacy army is, in and 
around the town, also whether they are taking any precautions 
against an attack, and if there are any signs that they intend 
to enter Hanover, or to move towards Dresden.” 

“J daresay I can learn all that for you without difficulty, 
for I supply several of the inns with faggots. There are 
trocps quartered in all of them, and the helpers and servants 
are sure to hear what is going on. Not, of course, in the 
inns where the French are quartered, but where the German 
men are lodged. They speak plainly enough there, and 
indeed everyone knows that a great many of them are there 
against their will. The Hesse and Gotha and Dessau men 
would all prefer fighting on the Prussian side, but when they 
were called out they had to obey. At what time will you 
start?” 

‘“‘T should like to get to Erfurt as soon as the place is astir.” 

“That-is by five,” the man said. ‘‘ There is trumpeting 
and drumming enough by that time, and no one could sleep 
longer if they wanted to.” 
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“Then we will start at dawn.” 

The peasant would have given up his bed to Fergus, but 
the latter would not hear of it, and said that he was quite accus- 
tomed to sleeping on the ground, whereupon the peasant went 
out and returned with a large armful of rushes which, as he 
told Fergus, he had cut only the day before to mend a hole 
in the thatch. Fergus was well content, for he knew well 
enough that he should sleep very much better on fresh rushes 
than he should in the peasant’s bed-place, where he would 
probably be assailed by an army of fleas. 

As soon as the man and his wife were astir in the morning, 
Fergus got up, bathed his head and face in a tiny streamlet 
that ran within a few yards of the house, then, after cutting a 
hunch of bread to eat on their way, the two started. 

They did not come down upon the main road until within a 
mile and a half of the town, and they then passed through a 
large village where a troop of French cavalry were engaged in 
grooming their horses. ‘They attracted no attention whatever, 
and entered Erfurt at a quarter-past five. They separated 
when they got into the town, agreeing to meet in front of the 
cathedral at eleven o'clock. Fergus went to an eating-house 
where he saw a party of French non-commissioned officers and 
soldiers seated. They were talking freely, confident that 
neither the landlord, the man who was serving them, nor the 
two or three Germans present could understand them. It 
was evident that they had very little confidence in Soubise. 

‘Qne would think,” a sergeant said, ‘that we were going 
to change our nationality and to settle down here for life. 
Here we have some fifty thousand men, and there is nothing to 
stop our going to Dresden, except some ten thousand or twelve 
thousand Prussians. They say that Daun has an army that 
could eat up Frederick, and it is certain that he could not 
spare a sergeant’s guard to help bar the way. I cannot under- 
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stand it, comrades. This leisurely way of making war may 
suit some people, but it is not our way.” 

“And we must admit that it is not the Prussians’ way,” 
another said. ‘They are our enemies, though why, I am 
sure I don’t know; that is not our business. But the way 
that they dash out, and set the Austrians dancing, is really 
splendid. I wish that our own generals had a little of Fritz’s 
energy and go.” 

There was a general murmur of assent. “Here we are, 
September beginning, and next to nothing done. Now, there 
would be enough to do if Fritz could get away from Daun 
and dash off in this direction.” 

“Yes,” another said, “there would be plenty to do, but I 
would not mind wagering that we should not wait for him; and 
after all [am not sure if it would not be the best thing to do, 
for these Germans with us are little better than a rabble.” 

“That is so, Francois; but, mixed up with us as they would 
be, they would have to fight whether they liked it or not. At 
any rate, if we don’t mean to fight, what are we here for?” 

“That I cannot say,” another laughed; “ but I own I am 
not so eager to fight as you seem to be. We are very com- 
fortable. We ride about the country, we take pretty well what 
we like; it is better than being in barracks at home. While, on 
the other hand, it 1s no joke fighting these Prussians; the fights 
are not skirmishes, they are battles. It is not a question of a 
few hundred killed, it is a question of ding-dong fighting, and 
of fifteen or twenty thousand killed on each side—no joke 
that. For my part, I am quite content to take it easy at 
Erfurt, and to leave it to the Austrians to settle matters with 
these obstinate fellows.” 

So they continued talking, and Fergus saw that, so far, no 
news whatever of Frederick’s march against Erfurt had reached 
them. He learned, too, that although there were some out- 
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lying bodies to the north, the main bulk of the force lay in and 
around Erfurt. The contempt with which the French soldiers 
spoke of the German portion of the army was very great. 
Each little state had, by the order of the Council of the Con- 
federacy, been compelled to furnish a contingent, even if its 
representatives in the council had opposed the proposal, there- 
fore very many of the men had joined unwillingly, while in 
other cases the French declared that the levy had been made up 
by hiring idlers and ne’er-do-wells in the towns, so as to avoid 
having to put the conscription into force in the rural districts. 

The officers were declared to be as incapable as the men, and 
had it not been that an Austrian contingent some five thousand 
strong had been joined with them, and the drilling largely 
undertaken by the non-commissioned officers of this force, 
nothing approaching order or discipline could have been main- 
tained. All the Frenchmen lamented their fortune in having 
to act with such allies, instead of being with the purely French 
army that was gradually pressing the Duke of Cumberland 
to the sea-board. 

Fergus waited until the party had left the inn, when the 
landlord himself came across to hand him his reckoning. 

“Bad times, master,” he said, ‘bad times,” shaking his head 
ruefully. 

“Yes, they are bad enough, landlord ; but I should say that you 
must be doing a good trade with all these soldiers in the town.” 

“A good trade!” the landlord repeated. ‘Iam being ruined. 
Do you not know that in addition to levying a heavy contribu- 
tion on the town, they issued a regulation settling the prices at 
which the troops were to be served at beer-shops and inns— 
breakfast, and you saw what those fellows ate, 4d.; a tumbler 
of wine, ld.; dinner, 5d. Why, each item costs me more than 
double that; and as nobody brings in cattle, for these might 
be seized on the way and no compensation given, so meat gets 
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dearer. We are waiting until there is none to be had on any 
terms, and then we shall send representatives to the general, 
to point out to him that it is absolutely impossible for us to 
obey the regulations. Ah, these are terrible times! We could 
not have suffered more than this had Coburg joined Frederick, 
though they say that Richelieu’s French army is plundering 
even worse in Hanover and the country beyond it, than Soubise 
is doing here. Moreover, one would rather be plundered by 
an enemy than by fellows who pretend to come hither as 
friends. If Frederick would march in here I would open my 
house free to all comers, and would not grudge the last drop of 
Wine in my cellar.” 

“There is never any saying,” Fergus replied. ‘‘The King 
of Prussia always appears when least expected, and more 
unlikely things have happened than that he should appear 
here some fine morning.” 

Having paid his reckoning he went to the door. As he was 
sallying out a mounted officer dashed by at a headlong gallop; 
his horse was flecked with foam, and it was evident that he 
had ridden far and fast on an important errand. Having 
nothing to do until he should meet the peasant, Fergus followed 
the officer at a leisurely pace, and in five minutes came up with 
the horse, held by a soldier at the entrance gate of a very large 
house. Sentries were pacing up and down in front of it, and 
officers going in and out. 

“Ts that the head-quarters of the french general ?”- he asked 
a townsman. 

‘Yes;” and the man walked on with a muttered malediction. 

A few minutes later several mounted officers rode out and 
dashed off in haste in various directions. 

“There is evidently something up,” Fergus said to himself. 
‘Perhaps they have got news of the Prussian approach.” 

In a quarter of an hour several general officers arrived, and 


Mu 393 
‘* AS FERGUS WAS SALLYING OUT A MOUNTED OFFICER DASHED 
BY AT A GALLOP.” 


IN DISGUISE. 169 


entered the house. It was evident that a council of war had 
been summoned. 

Half an hour elapsed, and then a number of aides-de-camp 
and staff officers rode off in haste. A few minutes later a 
trumpet sounded a regimental call, and then the assembly. Be- 
fore it had died away similar calls echoed from all parts of the 
town; soldiers ran hastily through the streets, mounted officers 
dashed in every direction, and the citizens came to their 
doors in surprise at this sudden movement. Fergus had no 
longer any doubt about the cause of the stir. The great thing 
now was to ascertain whether the army would advance to take 
up some strong position outside the town and oppose the 
Prussian advance, or whether they would march away. 

Being fifty thousand in number, the former would appear to 
be the natural course for a general to adopt, as Frederick had 
with him but twenty-three thousand men. Of this fact, how- 
ever, Soubise would be ignorant, and might only have heard 
that the Prussian army was marching to annihilate him. Be- 
fore long baggage-waggons began to clatter through the streets ; 
they were being driven westward, and it was in the same direc- 
tion that the regiments made their way. Fergus followed them 
to the plain outside the town. The tents had already been 
struck, the troops as they arrived from the town and camp 
were marshalled in order, a long train of baggage-waggons 
were already making their way westward, and there was no 
longer any grounds for doubt that Soubise was retreating. 

It was just eleven o’clock when Fergus returned to the 
cathedral; the peasant was awaiting him. 

“They all seem on the move,” the latter said. ‘I have 
heard much about them.” 

“Jt does not matter now,” Fergus replied. ‘I must get 
back to your place as quickly as I can.” 

Not a word was spoken until they had left the town. ‘“ They 
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must be going up into Hanover to join the French army there,” 
the peasant said. 

“They are running away. Frederick will be here t to-morrow 
night, or at any rate next day.” 

“The news seems too good to be true, master. How have 
you learnt it ?” 

‘“T have learnt it from no one here. I am one of the king’s 
officers, and I came on here to find out whether the enemy 
would be likely to come out and fight, or would bolt when 
they heard of his advance.” 

‘The Lord be praised!” the man said piously, taking off his 
hat as he spoke. ‘“I thought, sir, that there was something 
curious in your having such a horse, and still more so in your 
wanting to find out all about the force of the enemy here. 
But it was no business of mine, and I felt that you must bea 
friend, for had you been Austrian or French you would have 
ridden boldly into the town.” 

As they went along the road they were met by several troops 
of cavalry riding at full speed. 

‘Ts the way we came this morning the shortest?” 

“Yes, sir, by a good mile.” 

“Then we will return by it,” said Fergus. 

As soon as they left the main road they went at a run for 
some distance, and then broke into a fast walk. 

In an hour from the time of leaving Erfurt they arrived at 
the hut. 

“T will run along and fetch your horse, sir,” the peasant 
said. 

“No, I will go myself. He does not know you, and might 
refuse to let you come near him.” 

In a few minutes Fergus returned with his horse. The 
saddle, bridle, and wallets were quickly put on. Fergus dropped 
his pistols into his saddle-bags and buckled on the sword he had 
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brought with him. It was not his own, but one he had bought 
at starting—a good piece of steel, but with a battered and 
rusty sheath that showed that it had been lying for weeks, 
possibly for months, on some field of battle before being picked 
up. Then, with a word of adieu and thanks to the peasant and 
his wife, and slipping a crown-piece into the hand of the latter, 
he mounted and rode off. 


CHAPTER X. 


ROSSBACH. 


ERGUS knew that there were several cavalry posts ahead, 
and thought it likely that some of these might be left to 
give warning of the Prussian approach. He therefore rode 
across the country for some miles. He had begun to think 
that he must have gone beyond the limit of their outposts 
when he saw a hussar pacing across the line in front of him, 
his beat evidently being between two small woods three or 
four hundred yards apart. le checked his horse as he saw 
Fergus approaching. He was a good-tempered looking fellow, 
and nodded to Fergus as much as to say that if he could speak 
his language he should like a chat with him. The latter at 
once checked his horse and said good-day in French. 

“Ah, you speak our language!” the soldier said. “I am 
glad to exchange a word with someone. It is hot here, espe- 
cially when one’s time is up, and one ought to have been 
relicved an hour ago.” 

“Yes, I can understand that. I expect you have been for- 
gotten.” 

“Well, it does not make much difference. I shall get off 
my next guard in consequence,” 


172 WITH ‘FREDERICK THE GREAT. 


“You will have to wait some time before you are relieved 
if you stop here.” 

‘What do you mean?” the soldier asked. 

“T mean that when I left Erfurt your army was all moving 
west, and as I rode along I met several troops of cavalry 
galloping to join them.” 

‘That is strange news. Nothing whatever was known when 
I came out here.” 

‘“No, the news only arrived at Erfurt this morning that 
Frederick’s army is within a day’s march, and I saw the troops 
march out and the baggage-waggons on their way before I 
started. I don’t say that your troop may have gone. They 
may have stopped to form a post of observation.” 

“Well, at any rate I shall go into the village and see. I ought 
to have been relieved an hour ago; and if they had such news 
as that, and had remained there, they would have been sure to 
have sent to order all videttes to use special vigilance. We 
have only been posted here as a sort of practice, for we did not 
think that there was an enemy within a hundred and filty 
miles; and now if the news is true we may have the Prussian 
cavalry coming along at any moment. Well, thank you for 
warning me,” and turning his horse he went off at a gallop. As 
the outposts would not have been set, except by the party most 
in advance, Fergus knew that there was now no more risk of 
falling in with the enemy, unless a cavalry force had been sent 
forward to endeavour to get an idea of the force of the Prussians ; 
but as the generals had so precipitately decided upon a retreat, 
it was not likely that’ they would have ordered any reconnais- 
sance of this kind to be made. He therefore presently re- 
gained the main road, and riding fast arrived at the place 
where the Prussians had pitched their camp, thirty miles from 
Erfurt, having made a twenty-miles march that day. He dis- 
mounted at the house where Keith had established his quarters. 
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“T have bad news for you, sir,” he said. ‘‘ Word of your 
coming reached Erfurt at eight o’clock this morning, and by 
eleven the whole army were on their march westward, bag and 
baggage.” 

“That is bad news, Fergus; you could hardly have brought 
worse. The king had hoped to have struck a heavy blow, and 
then to be off again to face the Austrians. What strength 
were they ?” 

“ About fifty thousand.” 

‘How did they get the news of our coming?” 

“That I cannot say, sir. I had gone into Erfurt soon after 
five, and had already picked up a good deal of news from 
the talk of a party of French non-commissioned officers who 
were taking breakfast at a small inn, and who, not imagining 
that I could understand them, talked very freely over affairs. 
They sat over their meal some time, and I did not go out 
until they had left. Just as I did so a mounted officer 
galloped past at a speed that showed he was the bearer of an 
important despatch. I followed him to Soubise’s head-quarters. 
While there I noticed several mounted officers rode out in 
great haste. A quarter of an hour later several general officers 
arrived. There was a consultation for half an hour, and then 
officers rode off in all directions, and in a few minutes trumpets 
were sounding and drums beating all over the town. In a 
very short time a movement began towards the western gate. 
By ten o'clock the tents were all struck round the town, 
the waggons loaded, and they were on their way west. An 
hour later and the whole force was in movement in that 
direction, and as I issued from the town on this side I met the 
cavalry that had been scattered among the villages, galloping 
in. I don’t think that there is at the present moment an 
enemy within ten miles of Erfurt.” 

“You were in no danger yourself?” 
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“None at all, sir. I passed the night at a friendly peasant’s 
hut five miles this side of the town, inside their advanced posts. 
I left my horse in a wood, and my peasant guided me by 
by-paths to the town. I did not exchange a word with any- 
one except the landlord of the hotel where I breakfasted. He 
was bitterly hostile to the enemy. I also spoke to a solitary 
French vidette, who had in the hurry of their retreat been left 
behind, and told him that he had best be off as the whole army 
was in full march for the west.” 

“Well, if you breakfasted at six this morning you must be 
hungry. My dinner will be ready in half an hour, and you 
had better share it with me. I must go now and tell the king 
the news that you have brought. I said nothing to him about 
my having sent you.” 

In twenty minutes the marshal returned. 

“The king wishes to see you, Fergus. Of course he is 
vexed, but he always takes bad news well, unless it is the 
result of the blunder of one of the officers; he does not say 
much even then, but it is very bad for that officer when he 
sees him. Frederick never forgives a blunder.” 

‘Well, Captain Drummond, so you have been playing the 
spy for us?” 

‘“T have been doing my best, your majesty.” 

“And the French are gone bag and baggage?” 

‘“‘Yes, sire, they have gone off west.” 

“To perch themselves somewhere among the mountains, I 
suppose. Perhaps they will get bolder presently when they 
hear that they are more than double my strength. Did you 
learn anything more than what Marshal Keith has told me?” 

“T heard a great deal of talk among a party of French non- 
commissioned officers, sire. They expressed great dissatistac- 
tion with their general, and at the long delays. They also 
spoke with absolute contempt of the Confederacy army, both 
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officers and men, and said that if it had not been for the drill- 
ing by the Austrian non-commissioned officers they would be 
nothing better than a rabble.” 

‘“T daresay Soubise is of the same opinion,” the king said, 
‘and wants them to have a few weeks’ more drill before he sets 
them in line of battle. However, I have no doubt we shall 
manage to bring him to book before we return. Well, I am 
obliged to you for your zeal, Captain Drummond, and although 
Keith tells me that you got in without being questioned, such 
business is always dangerous. Mayhap next time you will 
have a better opportunity for distinguishing yourself. As you 
managed to pass so freely among them after you made your 
escape from prison, you can clearly be trusted on work of this 
kind.” 

Fergus saluted and retired. The next morning the troops 
started as usual at daybreak. They were to make but a short 
march, for they had no longer any occasion for speed, and 
they had made the hundred and fifty miles at a very rapid 
pace; but when they halted, Frederick with the cavalry rode 
straight on into Erfurt. 

“Don't wait to put on your uniform now,” Keith said to 
Fergus on his return from the royal quarters; ‘dinner is wait- 
ing, and J am ready if you are not. Lindsay is going to dine 
with me too.” 

‘Well, Lindsay,” the marshal said as the latter entered, “you 
see the advantages of this young fellow being able to speak 
German well. If you had been taken prisoner at Lobositz 
you would have been fast in Spielberg at present, and you see 
he is now able to undertake perilous missions, and peril means 
promotion.” 

‘“‘T quite see that, marshal,” Lindsay said with a smile; ‘‘ but 
though I can get on with French fairly enough, my tongue 
doesn’t seem to be able to form these crack-jaw German words, 
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and you see, marshal, it is not the only one that does not. I 
think, sir, that, bad as my German is, it is not much worse 
than your own, and you have been here much longer than I 
have.” 

The marshal laughed. “You are right. I cannot say half 
a dozen German words, but you see I have not had your motive 
for acquiring it, and cannot very well get promotion. And 
again, it would not do for me to speak better German than the 
King of Prussia, who, beyond a few words necessary for ani- 
mating his troops on occasion, knows very little German him- 
self. For general work here French is amply sufficient, because 
every Officer speaks it; but, as you see, German is very useful 
too to a young officer who wishes to push himself forward, and 
is willing to undertake special work of this kind.” 

“But even then, marshal, he would have no advantage over 
a Prussian officer who speaks French.” 

“It depends a good deal upon the Prussian officer; the 
ereater portion of them are mere machines—splendid fighting 
machines, no doubt, but of no great use outside their own 
work. Anyone could detect with half an eye nineteen out of 
twenty of them, dress them how you would, disguise them as 
you like. They step the regulation length, bring their foot 
down in the regulation way, are as stiff as if they had swallowed 
a ramrod. They have neither suppleness nor adaptability. 
They are so accustomed to obey that they have almost lost the 
power of originating, aud would be taken and shot before they 
were in the enemy’s lines ten minutes. Now, Fergus has the 
advantage of knowing both languages, and of being quick- 
witted and sharp.” 

The next two months were passed in marches to and fro. 
Seidlitz with some cavalry took possession of Gotha, to the great 
satisfaction of the duke and duchess, and the king himself rode 
over and dined with them. While Seidlitz remained there as 
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governor, with a couple of regiments of horse, a strong body 
of French and Austrian hussars, grenadiers, and artillery 
marched against Gotha. Seidlitz, having so few men to oppose 
them, evacuated the place, and the enemy marched into it in 
triumphant procession. The duke and duchess made the best 
of matters, and invited all the principal officers to a banquet. 
Just as they were sitting down to this Seidlitz with his Prussians 
reappeared, his men being so artfully scattered about that they 
appeared a great deal stronger than they were. The enemy 
were seized with panic; Soubise and his generals mounted in 
great haste, and in a few minutes the whole were retreating 
at top speed, Seidlitz pursuing for some distance, killing thirty 
and taking sixty prisoners, with a large amount of baggage 
and plunder, and then returning to Gotha to eat the dinner 
prepared for the enemy. 

Ferdinand of Brunswick, with his division, had been sent off 
to check, if possible, the movements of the French army under 
Richelieu, near Magdeburg. In October came the startling 
news that Berlin itself was threatened, and that a force, said 
to be fifteen thousand strong, under General Haddick, was in 
rapid motion towards it. Prince Maurice was ordered to 
hasten to its defence, and the king also moved in that direction. 
The invading force was but four thousand strong. Their 
numbers, however, were so magnified by rumour that the 
governor of Berlin, who had but four thousand troops, did not 
venture to oppose them, but sent the royal family and archives 
away under a strong escort. Haddick occupied a suburb of 
the city, but knowing that as soon as his real force was known 
he would be hotly opposed, and receiving news that Prince 
Maurice was rapidly approaching, demanded a ransom of 
£45,000, and finally accepted £27,000 and then hurried 
aWay. 


Prince Maurice arrived twenty-four hours later. The con- 
(11 393) M 
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sequences of this little success—magnified by report into “Berlin 
captured, Prussian royal family in flight’—turned out very 
advantageous to I*rederick. The enthusiasm in Paris and 
Vienna was enormous, and orders were despatched to the 
armies to set to without further delay and finish the work. 
Fifteen thousand men were sent from Richelieu’s army to rein- 
force Soubise, who thereupon issued from his mountain strong- 
hold and marched against Leipzig. Frederick, however, arrived 
there first, Ferdinand and Maurice joining him a day or two 
later; and while waiting there Frederick received the joyful 
news that England requested him to appoint Duke Ferdinand 
of Brunswick commander-in-chief of the army until now com- 
manded by the Duke of Cumberland, who had just sailed for 
England. 

Pitt had now risen to almost absolute power in England, 
and was busied in reforming the abuses in the army and 
navy, dismissing incapable officials, and preparing to render 
some efficient aid to its hard-pressed ally. The proposal that 
Prince Ferdinand should assume the command of the army— 
whose efforts had hitherto been rendered nugatory by the 
utter incompetence of the Duke of Cumberland, who, although 
personally as brave as a lion, was absolutely ignorant of war— 
afforded immense satisfaction to the king. No better choice 
could have been made. Ferdinand was related to the royal 
families both of England and Prussia. He was a capable 
general, prudent and at the same time enterprising, firm under 
difficulties, ready to seize opportunities, and under his com- 
mand there was no doubt that the northern army, which had 
hitherto been useless, and had only been saved from absolute 
destruction by the incompetence of the French generals, would 
now play a useful part. On October 30th Soubise, in spite 
of his orders to fight, and the fact that he had double the 
strength of the Prussians, fell back before them. Soubise him- 
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self felt no confidence in his troops, but upon the other hand 
his officers and those of the Confederate army were puffed up 
with vanity, and remonstrated hotly against retreat. 

The next day Frederick came in sight of Soubise’s army, 
which was camped on a height near the town of Weissenfels. 
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Frederick had but one-half of his force with him, the other 
half, under Keith, being still detached. Five thousand men 
garrisoned Weissenfels, but Frederick made short work of 
the place; his cannon burst down the gates, and his troops 
rushed forward with all speed, but the garrison fled across the 
bridge over the Saale, which had already been prepared for 
burning, and they set it on fire in such haste that four hundred 
were unable to cross and were made prisoners. The fugitives 
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joined their army on the other side of the Elbe, and its guns 
opened upon the burning bridge, to prevent the Prussians from 
trying to extinguish the flames. 

The Prussians returned the fire, and the artillery duel was 
kept up until three o'clock, by which time the bridge was con- 
sumed. Frederick had already fixed upon a spot suitable for 
the erection of another, and during the night, while the enemy 
were falling back to take up a fresh position upon higher 
ground, the engineers, working diligently, succeeded in throw- 
ing a bridge across. Keith arrived at Merseburg the next 
morning; a strong force lay opposite ready to dispute the pas- 
sage; but when Soubise found that the king was crossing by 
his new bridge, he called in all his detachments and marched 
away to a strong position, and there set himself in array 
ready to receive an attack. Keith’s bridges were finished 
on the 3rd of November, and that afternoon he crossed and 
joined Frederick. 

On the 4th the army was on the move by two o’clock in the 
morning. A bright moon was shining, and by its light it was 
discovered that the enemy had shifted his position for one 
much stronger, with approaches protected by patches of wood 
and bog; the Prussian army therefore marched back to their 
camp; the king hoping that, being so far from their base of 
supplies, the enemy would be forced ere long to make some 
movement that would afford him a chance of attacking them 
under better circumstances. 

The ground from Weissenfels rises very gradually to a height 
of a hundred and twenty feet or so, which in so flat a country 
is regarded as a hill. On this slight swelling are several small 
villages. Of these Rossbach is the principal, standing high up 
on its crest. Here Frederick’s right wing was posted, while 
his left was at Bedra. The king took up his quarters at a 
large house in Rossbach, and from its roof at eight o’clock on 


ROSSBACH. 181 


the morning of the 5th he saw that the enemy were getting 
into motion and moving away towards their left. 

The movement had begun much earlier. Half an hour later 
they had passed through the village of Grost, and were appa- 
rently making their way to Freiburg, where they had some 
magazines. Hoping to have a chance of attacking their rear, 
Frederick ordered the cavalry to saddle and the whole army to 
be in readiness, and then sat down to dinner with his officers 
at noon. Little did he dream at the time that the slow and 
clumsy movement that he was watching was intended by the 
enemy to end in a flank attack on himself. _ 

On the previous day Soubise with his generals, looking down 
on the Prussian camp, had reckoned their force at ten thousand ; 
in reality they had seen only a portion of their camp, the site 
being hidden by a dip of the ground. Even Soubise thought 
that, with the odds of over five to one in his favour, he could 
fight a battle with a certainty of success, and planned a 
masterly march by which he would place himself on Frederick’s 
left and rear, drive him into the bend made by the Saale, and 
annihilate his army. In his enthusiasm at this happy idea he 
sent off a courier to carry the news to Versailles that he was about 
to annihilate the Prussian army, and take the king prisoner. 

Frederick’s dinner was prolonged, there was nothing to be 
done, and patience was one of the king’s strong points. At 
two o'clock an officer who had remained on watch on the house- 
top hurried down with news that the enemy had suddenly 
turned to the left. The king went up to the roof with his 
officers, and at once divined the intention of his foes. It 
was a glorious moment for him; at last, after three weary 
months, he was to meet them in battle. Instantly his orders 
were given, and in half an hour the Prussian army was all in 
movement, with the exception of some irregular corps which 
were left to occupy the attention of the enemy’s horse, which 
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had been posted as if to threaten Rossbach. By the line taken 
the Prussians were at once hidden behind the crest of the hill 
from the enemy; and so Soubise thought that the Prussians, 
being afraid of his attack, were marching away with all speed 
for Keith’s bridge at Merseburg. He accordingly hurried on 
his cavalry, and ordered the infautry to go at a double for the 
purpose of capturing the runaway Prussians. 

In the meantime Seidlitz with four thousand horse trotted 
briskly along until he reached, still concealed from the enemy’s 
sight, the spot towards which they were hurrying, in two great 
columns headed by seven thousand cavalry. He allowed them 
to move forward until he was on their flank, and then dashed over 
the crest of the hill and charged like a thunderbolt upon them. 

Taken completely by surprise the enemy’s cavalry had scarce 
time to form; two Austrian regiments and two French were 
alone able to do so. But there was no withstanding the im- 
petus of the Prussian charge. They rode right through the dis- 
ordered cavalry, turned, formed, and re-charged, and four times 
cut their way through them, until they broke away in headlong 
flight, and were pursued by Seidlitz until out of sight from the 
hill, when he turned and waited to see where he could find 
an opportunity of striking another blow. 

By this time Frederick, with the infantry, was now pouring 
over the crest of the hill, their advance heralded by the fire of 
twenty-four guns. Rapidly in echelon they approached the 
enemy. In vain Soubise endeavoured to face round the column, 
thus taken in flank, to meet the coming storm. He was seconded 
by Broglio and the commander of the Confederate army, but 
the two columns were jammed together, and all were in con- 
fusion at this astounding and unexpected attack. Orders were 
unheard or disobeyed, and everything was still in utter dis- 
order when six battalions of Prussian infantry hurled them- 
selves upon them. When forty paces distant, they poured in 
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their first terrible volley, and then continued their fire as fast 
as they could load, creating great havoc among the French 
troops on whom they had fallen, while away on each flank the 
Prussian artillery made deep gaps in the line. 

Soon the mass, helpless under this storm of fire, wavered and 
shook, and then Seidlitz, who had been concealed with his 
cavalry in a hollow a short distance away, hurled himself like 
a thunderbolt on their rear, and in a moment they broke 
up in headlong flight. In less than half an hour from the 
first appearance of the Prussians on the hill, the struggle had 
ended, and an army of from fifty to sixty thousand men was a 
mob of fugitives defeated by a force of but twenty-two thou- 
sand men, not above half of whom were engaged. ‘The loss 
of the allies was three thousand killed and wounded, five 
thousand prisoners and seventy-two guns, while the Prussians 
lost but one hundred and sixty-five killed, and three hundred 
and seventy-six wounded. The victory was one of the most 
remarkable and surprising ever gained, for these figures by no 
means represent the full loss to the defeated. 

The German portion of the army, after being chased for many 
miles, scattered in all directions, and only one regiment reached 
Erfurt in military order, and in two days the whole of the 
men were on their way to their homes in the various states 
composing the Confederation. The French were in no less 
disgraceful a condition; plundering as they went, a mere dis- 
organized rabble, they continued their flight until fifty-five 
miles from the field of battle, and were long before they 
gathered again in fighting order. The joy caused in Prussia 
and in England by this astonishing victory was shared largely 
by the inhabitants of the country through which the French 
army had marched. Everywhere they had plundered and 
pillaged, as if they had been moving through an enemy’s 
country instead of one they had professed to come to deliver. 
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The Protestant inhabitants had everywhere been most cruelly 
maltreated, the churches wrecked, and the pastors treated as 
criminals; the greater portion of Germany therefore regarded 
the defeat of the French as a matter for gratification rather 
than the reverse. 

In England the result was enormous. It had the effect of 
vastly strengthening Pitt’s position, and twenty thousand 
British troops were ere long despatched to join the army 
under the Duke of Brunswick, which was now called the 
allied army, and from this time the French force under Riche- 
lieu ceased to be dangerous to Frederick. France and Eng- 
land were old antagonists, and entered upon a duel of their 
own, a duel that was to cost France Canada and much besides, 
to establish England’s naval preponderance, and to extinguish 
French influence in the Netherlands. 

Fergus Drummond was not under fire at the memorable 
battle of Rossbach. Keith’s division was not in fact engaged, 
the affair having terminated before it arrived. Keith, however, 
had ridden to the position on the brow of the hill where the 
king had stationed himself, and his staff, following him, had the 
satisfaction of seeing the enemy’s heavy columns melt into a 
mass of fugitives, and spread in all directions over the country 
like dust driven before a sudden whirlwind. 

“What next, I wonder?” Fergus said to Lindsay, who had 
three days before been promoted to the rank of captain, as 
much to the satisfaction of Fergus as to his own. 

‘‘] suppose some more marching,” Lindsay replied. ‘‘ You 
may be sure that we shall be off east again to try conclusions 
with Prince Karl. Bevern seems to be making a sad mess of 
it there. Of course he is tremendously outnumbered, thirty 
thousand men against eighty thousand; but he has fallen back 
into Silesia without making a single stand, and suffered Prince 
Karl to plant himself between Breslau and Schweidnitz, and 
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the Prince is besieging the latter town with twenty thousand 
men, while with sixty thousand he is facing Bevern.” 

Four days after the victory, indeed, Frederick set out with 
thirteen thousand men, leaving Prince Henry to maintain the 
line of the Saale and guard Saxony, while Marshal Keith was 
to go into Bohemia, raise contributions there, and threaten as 
far as might be the Austrian posts in that country. 

Fergus, however, went with the king’s army, the king having 
said to the Marshal: ‘“ Keith, lend me that young aide-de-camp 
of yours. I have seen how he can be trusted to carry a despatch 
at whatever risk to his life. He is ingenious and full of devices, 
and he has luck, and luck goes for a great deal. I like him 
too; I have observed that he is always lively and cheery, 
even at the end of the longest day’s work. I notice too that, 
even though your relation, he never becomes too familiar, and 
his talk will be refreshing when I want something to distract 
my thoughts from weighty matters.” 

So Fergus went with the king, who could ill afford to lose 
Keith from his side. With none was he more friendly and inti- 
mate, and now that Schwerin had gone he relied upon him more 
implicitly than upon any other of his officers. But Keith had 
been for some time unwell. He was suffering from asthma, and 
other ailments that rendered rapid travel painful to him, and 
he would obtain more rest and ease in Bohemia than he could 
find in the rapid journey the king intended to make. On the 
fifth day of his march Frederick heard, to his stupefaction, that 
Schweidnitz had surrendered. The place was an extremely 
strong one, and the king had relied confidently upon its hold- 
ing out for two or three months. Its fortifications were con- 
structed in the best manner; it was abundantly supplied with 
cannon, ammunition, and provisions, and its surrender was 
inexcusable. 

The fault was doubtless, to a large degree, that of its command- 
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ant, who was a man of no resolution or resources; but it was 
also partly due to the fact that a portion of the garrison were 
Saxons, who had at Pirna been obliged to enter the Prussian ser- 
vice. Great numbers of these deserted, a hundred and eighty 
of them in one day going over from an advanced post to the 
enemy. With troops like these there could be no assurance 
that any post would be firmly held—a fact that might well 
shake the confidence of any commander in his power of resist- 
ance. ‘The blow was none the less severe to Frederick, from 
being partly the result of his own mistaken step of enrolling 
men bitterly hostile, in the ranks of the army. Still, disastrous 
as the news was, it did not alter his resolution, and at even 
greater speed than before he continued his march. Sometimes 
of an evening he sent for Fergus and chatted with him plea- 
santly for an hour or two, asking him many questions of his 
life in Scotland, and discoursing familiarly on such matters, but 
never making any allusion to military affairs. 

On the tenth day of the march they arrived at Gorlitz, where 
another piece of bad news reached Frederick. Prince Karl, 
after taking Schweidnitz, had fallen with sixty thousand men 
on Bevern. He had crossed by five bridges across the Loe, but 
each column was met by a Prussian force strongly intrenched. 
For the space of fifteen hours the battles had raged over seven or 
eight miles of country. Five times the Austrians had attacked, 
five times had they been rolled back again, but at nine o’clock 
at night they were successful, more or less, in four of their 
attacks, while the Prussian left wing, under the command of 
Ziethen, had driven its assailants across the river again. During 
the night Bevern had drawn off, marched through Breslau, and 
crossed the Oder, leaving eighty cannon and eight thousand 
killed and wounded —a tremendous loss, indeed, when the 
army at daybreak had been thirty thousand strong. Bevern 
himself rode out to reconnoitre in the gray light of the mor- 


ROSSBACH. 187 


ning, attended only by a groom, and fell in with an Austrian 
outpost. He was carried to Vienna, but being a distant rela- 
tion of the emperor was sent home again without ransom. 

It was the opinion of Frederick that he had given himself 
up intentionally, and on his return he was ordered at once to 
take up his former official post at Stettin, where he conducted 
himself so well in the struggle against the Russian armies that 
two years later he was restored to Frederick’s favour. As if 
this misfortune was not great enough, two days later came the 
news that Breslau had surrendered without firing a shot, and 
this when it was known that the king was within two days’ 
march and pressing forward to its relief. Here ninety-eight 
guns and an immense store and magazine were lost to Prussia. 
Frederick straightway issued orders that the general who had 
succeeded Bevern should be put under arrest for not having at 
once thrown his army into Breslau, appointed Ziethen in his 
place, and ordered him to bring the army round to Glogau and 
meet him at Parchwitz on December 2nd, which Ziethen 
punctually did. 

In spite of the terrible misfortunes that had befallen him, 
Frederick was still undaunted. Increased as it was by the 
arrival of Ziethen, his force was but a third of the strength of 
the Austrians. ‘The latter were flushed with success, while 
Ziethen’s troops were discouraged by defeat, and his own 
portion of the force worn out by their long and rapid marches 
and by the failure of the object for which they had come. 
Calling his generals together on the 3rd, he recounted the 
misfortunes that had befallen them, and told them that his 
one trust in this terrible position was in their qualities and 
valour, and that he intended to engage the enemy as soon as 
he found them, and that they must beat them or all of them 
perish in the battle. 

Knthusiastically the gencrals declared that they would con- 
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quer or die with him, and among the soldiers the spirit was 
equally strong, for they had implicit confidence in their king 
and a well-justified trust in their own valour and determina- 
tion. That evening Frederick, eager as he was to bring the 
terrible situation to a final issue, cannot but have felt that it 
would have been too desperate an undertaking to have at- 
tacked the enemy, posted as they were with a river, known as 
Schweidnitz Water, and many other natural difficulties cover- 
ing their front, and having their flanks strengthened, as was 
the Austrian custom, with field-works and batteries. J ortu- 
nately the Austrians settled the difficulty by moving out from 
their stronghold. 

Daun had counselled their remaining there, but Prince Karl 
and the great majority of his military advisers agreed that it 
would be a shameful thing that ninety thousand men should shut 
themselves up to avoid an attack by a force of but one-third 
their own strength, and that it was in all respects preferable 
to march out and give battle, in which case the Prussians 
would be entirely destroyed; whereas, if merely repulsed in an 
attack on a strong position, a considerable proportion might 
escape and give trouble in the future. The Austrians, indeed, 
having captured Schweidnitz and Breslau, defeated Bevern, 
and in the space of three weeks made themselves masters of a 
considerable portion of Silesia, were in no small degree puffed 
up, and had fallen anew to despising Frederick. The blow 
dealt them at Prague had been obliterated by their success at 
Kolin, and Frederick’s later success over the French and 
Federal army was not considered by them as a matter affect- 
ing themselves, although several Austrian regiments had been 
among Soubise’s force. 

The officers were very scornful over the aggressive march of 
Frederick’s small army, which they derisively called the Pots- 
dam Guards’ Parade, and many were the jokes cut at the 
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military messes at its expense. The difference, then, with 
which the two armies regarded the coming battle was great 
indeed. On the one side there was the easy confidence of 
victory, the satisfaction that at length this troublesome little 
king had put himself in their power; on the other a deep 
determination to conquer or to die, a feeling that, terrible as 
the struggle must be, great as were the odds against them, they 
might yet, did each man do his duty, come out the victors in 
the struggle. 

“And what think you of this matter, lad?” Frederick said, 
laying his hand familiarly on the young captain’s shoulder. 

‘TI know nothing about it, your majesty, but, like the rest, I 
feel confident that somehow you will pull us through. Of one 
thing I am sure, that all that is possible for the men to do 
your soldiers will accomplish.” 

“Well, we shall see. It is well that I know all the country 
round here, for many a review have I held of the garrison of 
Breslau, on the very ground where we are about to fight. 
Their position is a very strong one, and I am afraid that crafty 
old fox Daun will here, as he did at Prague, persuade Prince 
Karl to hide behind his batteries. Were it not for that I 
should feel confident, whereas I now but feel hopeful; still, 
I doubt not that we shall find our way in somehow.” 


CHAPTER XI. 
LEUTHEN. 


T four in the morning, on Sunday, December 4th, Frederick 
marched from Parchwitz, intending to make Neumarkt, 

a small town some fourteen miles off, his quarters. When 
within two or three miles of this town he learned, to his deep 
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satisfaction, that the Austrians had just established a great 
bakery there, and that a party of engineers were marking out 
the site for a camp, also that there were but a thousand Croats 
in the town. The news was satisfactory, indeed, for two 
reasons: the first being that the bakery would be of great use 
for his own troops; the second, that it was clear that the 
Austrians intended to advance across the Schweidnitz Water 
to give battle. It was evident that they could have had no 
idea that he was pressing on so rapidly, or they would never 
have established their bakery so far in advance and protected 
by so small a force. 

He lost no time in taking advantage of their carelessness, 
but sent a regiment of cavalry to seize the hills on both sides 
of the town, then marched rapidly forward, burst in the 
gates, and hurled the Croats in utter confusion from Neumarkt, 
while the cavalry dashed down and cut off their retreat. One 
hundred and twenty of them were killed and five hundred and 
seventy taken prisoners. In the town the Austrian bakery was 
found to be in full work, and eighty thousand bread rations 
still hot were ready for delivery. This initial success, and the 
unexpected treat of hot bread, raised the spirits of the troops 
greatly, and was looked upon as a happy augury. 

Two or three hours before Neumarkt had been captured the 
Austrian army was crossing the river, and presently received 
the unpleasant news of what had happened. Surprised at the 
news that the Prussians were so near, their generals at once 
set to work to choose a good position. This was not a difficult 
task, for the country was swampy, with little wooded rises and 
many villages. They planted their right wing at the village 
of Nypern, which was practically unapproachable on account 
of deep peat-bogs. Their centre was at a larger village named 
Leuthen, their left at Sagschtitz. The total length of its front 
was about six miles. 
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The Prussians started before daybreak next morning in four 
columns, Frederick riding on ahead with the vanguard. When 
near Borne, some eight miles from Neumarkt, he caught sight 
in the dim light of a considerable body of horse stretching 
across the road in front of him as far as he could make out the 
line. The Prussian cavalry were at once ordered to charge 
down on their left flank. The enemy proved to be five regi- 
ments of cavalry placed there to guard the army from surprise. 
They, however, were themselves surprised, and were at once 
overthrown and driven in headlong flight to take shelter behind 
their right wing at Nypern, five hundred and forty being 
taken prisoners, and a large number being killed or wounded. 
Frederick rode on through Borne, ascended a small hill called 
the Scheuberg to the right of the road, and as the light in- 
creased could from that point make out the Austrian army drawn 
up in battle array, and stretching from Nypern to Sagschiitz. 

Well was it for him that he had reviewed troops over the 
same ground, and knew all the bogs and morasses that guarded 
the Austrian front. For a long time he sat there on horse- 
back studying the possibilities of the situation. The Austrian 
right he regarded as absolutely impregnable. Leuthen might 
be attacked with some chance of success, but Sagschiitz offered 
by far the most favourable opening for attack. The formation 
of the ground offered special facilities for the movement being 
effected without the Austrians being aware of what was taking 
place, for there was a depression behind the swells and broken 
ground in front of the Austrian centre, by which the Prussians 
could rharch from Borne unseen by the enemy until they 
approached Sagschiitz. It was three hours after Frederick 
had taken up his place before the four columns had all reached 
Borne. As soon as they were in readiness there, they were 
ordered to march with all speed as far as Radaxford, thence to 
march in oblique order against the Austrian left. 
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The Austrians all this time could observe a group of horse- 
men on the hill, moving sometimes this way sometimes that, 
but more than this they could not see. The conjectures were 
various as hour passed after hour. Daun believed that the 
Prussians must have marched away south, with the intention 
of falling upon the magazines in Bohemia, and that the cavalry 
seen moving along the hills were placed there to defend the 
Prussians from being taken in flank or in rear while thus 
marching. General Lucchesi, who commanded the Austrian 
right wing, was convinced that the cavalry formed the Prussian 
right wing, and that the whole army, concealed behind the 
slopes, was marching to fall upon him. 

In the belfry of the church at Leuthen, on the tops of wind- 
mills, and on other points of vantage, Austrian generals with 
their staffs were endeavouring to obtain a glimpse beyond those 
tiresome swells, and to discover what was going on behind them, 
but in vain. There were the cavalry moving occasionally from 
crest to crest, but nothing beyond that. Lucchesi got more 
and more uneasy, and sent message after message to head- 
quarters that he was about to be attacked, and must have a 
large reinforcement of horse. The prince and Daun at first 
scoffed at the idea, knowing that the bogs in front of Nypern 
were impassable; but at last he sent a message to the effect 
that if the cavalry did not come he would not be responsible 
for the issue. 

It was thought, therefore, that he must have some good 
ground for his insistence, and Daun sent off the reserve of 
horse, and several other regiments drawn from the left wing, 
and himself went off at a trot at their head to see what was 
the matter. It was just as he started that the Prussians— 
with their music playing and the men singing 

“Gieb dass ich thu mit fleiss was mir zu thun gebuhret ”, 
“Grant that with zeal and strength this day I do”— 
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had passed Radaxford and reached Lobetintz, and were about 
to advance in an oblique line to the attack. The king saw 
with delight the removal of so large a body of horse from the 
very point against which his troops would in half an hour be 
hurling themselves. Nothing could have suited his plans better. 
At a rapid pace, and with a precision and order as perfect as 
if upon level ground, suddenly the Prussians poured over the 
swells on the flank of Sagschiitz. Nadasti, who commanded the 
Austrians there, was struck with astonishment at the spectacle 
of the Prussian army, which he believed to be far away, 
pouring down on his flank. The heads of the four columns, 
the artillery, and Ziethen’s cavalry appeared simultaneously, 
marching swiftly, and making no pause. Being a good general, 
he lost not a moment in endeavouring to meet the storm. His 
left was thrown back a little, a battery of fourteen guns at the 
angle so formed opened fire, and he launched his cavalry against 
that of Ziethen. 

For the moment Ziethen’s men were pushed back, but the 
fire from an infantry battalion close by, checked the Austrian 
horse; they fell back out of range, and Ziethen, making a counter 
charge, drove them away. In the meantime the Prussian in- 
fantry as they advanced poured a storm of fire upon the Austrian 
line, aided by a battery of ten heavy guns that Prince Maurice, 
who commanded here, had planted on a rise. A clump of 
fir-trees held by Croats in advance of the Austrian line was 
speedily cleared, and then the Prussians broke down the abattis 
that protected the enemy’s front, charged furiously against 
the infantry, and drove these before them, capturing Nadasti’s 
battery. 

In ten minutes after the beginning of the fight the position 
of the Austrian left was already desperate, the whole Prussian 
army was concentrated against it, and, being on its flank, crumpled 


the line up as it advanced. Prince Karl’s aides-de-camp gal- 
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loped at the top of their speed to bring Daun and the cavalry 
back again, and Austrian battalions from the centre were hurried 
down to aid Nadasti’s, but were impeded by the retreating 
troops, and the confusion thickened until it was brought to a 
climax by Ziethen’s horse, which had been unable to act until 
now. But fir-wood, quagmire, and abattis had all been passed 
by the Prussians, and they dashed into the mass, sabring and 
trampling down, and taking whole battalions prisoners. 

Prince Karl exerted himself to the utmost to check the Prus- 
sian advance. Batteries were brought up and advantageously 
posted at Leuthen, heavy bodies of infantry occupied the village 
and its church, and took post so as to present a front to the 
advancing tide. 

Another quarter of an hour and the battle might have been 
retrieved; but long before the dispositions were all effected the 
Prussians were at hand. Nevertheless, by great diligence the 
Austrians had to some extent succeeded. Leuthen was the 
centre of the new position. Lucchesi was hastening up, while 
Nadasti swung backwards and tried, as he arrived, to form the 
left flank of the new position. All this was being done under 
a storm of shot from the whole of the Prussian artillery, which 
was so terrible that many battalions fell into confusion as fast 
as they arrived. 

Leuthen, a straggling hamlet of over a mile in length, and 
with two or three streets of scattered houses, barns, farm 
buildings, and two churches, was crowded with troops ready 
to fight but unable to do so, line being jammed upon line until 
sometimes a hundred deep, pressed constantly behind by freshly 
arriving battalions, and in front by the advancing Prussians. 
Some regiments were almost without officers. 

Into this confused, straggling, helpless mass, prevented from 
opening out by the houses and inclosures, the Prussians, ever 
keeping their formation, poured their volleys with terrible 
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effect, in such fashion as Drake’s perfectly-handled ships 
poured their broadsides into the huge helpless Spanish gal- 
leons at Gravelines. With a like dogged courage, as that shown 
by the Spanish, the Austrian masses suffered almost passively, 
while those occupying the houses and churches facing the 
Prussians resisted valiantly and desperately. From every 
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window, every wall, their musketry fire flashed out, the resis- 
tance round the churchyard being specially stubborn. The 
churchyard had a high and strong wall, and so terrible was the 
fire from the roof of the church and other spots of advantage 
that the tide of Prussian victory was arrested for a time. 

At last they made a rush. The churchyard gate was burst 
in, and the Austrians driven out. Leuthen was not yet won, 
but Frederick now brought up the left wing, which had till 
this time been held in reserve. These came on with levelled 
bayonets and rushed into the fight. The king tas, as always, 
in the thick of the battle, giving his orders as coolly as if at a 
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review, sending fresh troops where required, changing the 
arrangements as opportunity offered, keeping the whole 
machine in due order, and by his presence animating all with 
the determination to win or die, and an almost equal readiness 
to accept either alternative. At last, after an hour’s stubborn 
resistance, the Austrians were hurled out of Leuthen, still 
sternly resisting, still contesting every foot of the ground. 

Lucchesi now saw an opportunity of retrieving with his great 
cavalry force the terrible consequences of his own blunder, and 
led them impetuously down upon the flank of the Prussians. 
But Frederick had prepared for such a stroke, and had placed 
Draisen with the left wing of the cavalry in a hollow sheltered 
from the fire of the Austrian batteries, and bade him do 
nothing, attempt nothing, but cover the right flank of the in- 
fantry from the Austrian horse. He accordingly let Lucchesi 
charge down with his cavalry, and then rushed out on his rear 
and fell suddenly and furiously upon him. Astounded at 
this sudden and unexpected attack, and with their ranks swept 
by a storm of Prussian bullets, the Austrian cavalry broke 
and fled in all directions, Lucchesi having paid for his fault by 
dying fighting to the last. His duty thus performed, Draisen 
was free to act, and fell upon the flank and rear of the Austrian 
infantry; and in a few minutes the battle was over and the 
Austrians in full retreat. They made, however, another 
attempt to stand at Saara, but it was hopeless, and they were 
soon pushed backwards again, and, hotly pressed, poured over 
the four bridges across the Schweidnitz river, and for the 
most part continued their flight to Breslau. 

Until the Austrians had crossed the river the Prussian 
cavalry were on their rear sabring and taking prisoners, while 
the infantry were halted at Saara, the sun having now set. 
Exhausted as they were by their work, which had begun at 
midnight and continued until now without pause or break, 
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not yet was their task completely done. The king riding up 
the line asked if any battalion would volunteer to follow him 
to Lissa, a village on the river bank. Three battalions stepped 
out. The landlord of the little inn, carrying a lantern, walked 
by the king’s side. As they approached the village ten or 
twelve musket-shots flashed out in the fields to the right. 
They were aimed at the lantern, but no one was hurt. 

There were other shots from Lissa, and it was evident that the 
village was still not wholly evacuated. The infantry rushed for- 
ward, scattered through the fields, and drove out the lurking 
Croats. The king rode quietly on into the village and entered 
the principal house. To his astonishment he found it full of 
Austrian officers, who could easily have carried him off, his 
infantry being still beyond the village. ‘They had but a small 
force remaining there, and believing that the Prussians had 
halted for the night at Saara they were as much astonished as 
Frederick at his entrance. The king had the presence of mind 
to hide his surprise. 

‘Good evening, gentlemen!” he said. “Is there still room 
left for me, do you think?” 

The Austrian officers, supposing, of course, that he had a 
large force outside, bowed deeply, escorted him to the best 
room in the house, and then slipped out at the back, collected 
what troops they could as they went, and hurried across the 
bridge. The Prussians were not long in entering, and very 
speedily cleared out the rest of the Austrians; they then crossed 
the bridge, and with a few guns followed in pursuit. The army 
at Saara, on hearing the firing, betook itself again to arms and 
marched to the king’s assistance, the twenty-five thousand men 
and their bands again joining in the triumphant hymn, “ Vun 
danket alle Gott”, as they tramped through the darkness. 
When they arrived at Lissa they found that all was safe, and 
bivouacked in the fields. 
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Never was there a greater or more surprising victory, never 
one in which the military genius of the commander was more 
strikingly shown. The Austrians were in good heart. They 
were excellent soldiers and brave, well provided with artillery, 
and strongly placed, and yet they were signally defeated by a 
force little over one-third their number. Had there been two 
more hours of daylight the Austrians would have been not only 
routed but altogether crushed. Their loss was ten thousand 
left on the field, of whom three thousand were killed. ‘Twelve 
thousand were taken prisoners, and one hundred and sixteen 
cannon captured. To'this loss must be added that of seventeen 
thousand prisoners taken when Breslau surrendered twelve 
days later, together with a vast store of cannon and ammu- 
nition, including everything taken so shortly before from 
Bevern. Liegnitz surrendered, and the whole of Silesia, with 
the exception only of Schweidnitz, was again wrested from the 
Austrians. Thus in killed, wounded, and prisoners the loss of 
the Austrians amounted to as much as the total force of the 
Prussians. The latter lost in killed eleven hundred and forty 
one, and in wounded about five thousand. Prince Maurice, 
upon whose division the brunt of the battle had fallen, was 
promoted to the rank of field-marshal. 

Fergus Drummond had been with the king throughout that 
terrible day. Until the battle began his duties had been light, 
being confined to the carrying of orders to Prince Maurice, 
after which he took his place among the staff, and dismount- 
ing, chatted with his acquaintances while Karl held his 
horse. When, however, the fir-tree wood was carried, and 
the king rode forward and took his place there during the 
attack upon the Austrian position at Sagschtitz, matters 
became more lively. The balls from the Austrian batteries 
sung overhead, and sent branches flying and trees crashing 
down. Sagschiitz won, the king followed the advancing line, 


NAS 
» 
. 


393 


M 


S THAT HIS HORSE 


NDOU 


” 
‘ 
4 


MI 


WAS SO TRE 


sx 
4 
a4 


“THE ROAR OF BATTLI 


WAS WELL-NIGH UNMANAGEABLE.”’ 


LEUTHEN. 199 


and the air was alive with bullets and case-shot. After that 
Fergus knew little more of the battle, being incessantly em- 
ployed in carrying orders through the thick of it to generals 
commanding brigades, and even to battalions. 

The roar of battle was so tremendous that his horse, mad- 
dened with the din and the sharp whiz of the bullets, at times 
was well-nigh unmanageable, and occupied his attention almost 
to the exclusion of other thoughts, especially after it had been 
struck by a bullet in the hind quarters, and had come to under- 
stand that those strange and maddening noises meant danger. 
Not until after all was over was Fergus aware of the escapes 
he had had. A bullet had cut away an ornament from his 
head-dress, one of his reins had been severed at a distance of 
an inch or two from his hand, a bullet had pierced the tail of 
his coatee and buried itself in the cantle of his saddle, and the 
iron guard of his claymore had been pierced. However, on his 
return to the king after carrying a despatch he was able to 
curb his own excitement and that of his horse, and to make 
the formal military salute as he reported, in a calm and quiet 
voice, that he had carried out the orders with which he had 
been charged. 

It was with great gratification that he heard the king say 
that evening, as he and his staff supped together at the inn at 
Lissa: 

‘You have done exceedingly well to-day, Captain Drummond, 
I am very pleased with you. You were always at my elbow 
when I wanted you, and I observed that you were never 
flurried or excited, though, indeed, there would have been 
good excuse for a young soldier being so in such a hurly-burly. 
You are over young for further promotion for a year or two, 
but 1 must find some other way of testifying my satisfaction 
at your conduct.” And, indeed, when the list of promotions 
for bravery in the field was published a few days later, 
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Fergus’s name appeared among those who received the decora- 
tion of the Prussian military order, an honour fully as much 
valued as promotion. For a time he lost the service of Karl, 
who had been seriously although not dangerously wounded, 
just before the Austrians were driven out of Leuthen. 

The news of the battle filled the Confederates with stupe- 
faction and dismay. Prince Karl was at once recalled, and 
was relieved from military employment, Daun being appointed 
to the supreme command. ‘The Prince withdrew to his govern- 
ment of the Netherlands, and there passed the remainder of 
his days in peace and quiet. His army was hunted by Ziethen’s 
cavalry to Koniggratz, losing two thousand prisoners and a 
large amount of baggage, and thirty-seven thousand men only 
of the eighty thousand that stood in battle array at Leuthen 
reached the sheltering walls of the fortress, and those in so 
dilapidated and worn-out a condition that by the end of a 
week after arriving there, no less than twenty-two thousand 
were in hospital. Thus, after eight months of constant and 
weary anxiety, Frederick, by the two heavy blows he had dealt 
successfully at the Confederates, stood in a far better position 
than he had occupied at the opening of the first campaign, 
when, as his enemies fondly believed, Prussia would be captured 
and divided without the smallest difficulty. 

Frederick wintered at Breslau, whither came many visitors 
from Prussia, and there was a constant round of gaieties and 
festivity. Frederick himself desired nothing so much as peace. 
Once or twice there had been some faint hope that this might 
be brought about by his favourite sister, Wilhelmina, who had 
been ceaseless in her efforts to effect it; but the two empresses 
and the Pompadour were alike bent on avenging themselves on 
the king, and the reverses that they had suffered but increased 
their determination to overwhelm him. Great as Frederick’s 
success had been, it did not blind him to the fact that his 
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position was almost hopeless. When the war began he had an 
army of a hundred and fifty thousand of the finest soldiers in 
the world. The two campaigns had made frightful gaps in 
their ranks. 

At Prague he had fought with eighty thousand men, at 
Leuthen he had but thirty thousand. His little kingdom could 
scarcely supply men to fill the places of those who had fallen, 
while his enemies had teeming populations from which to 
gather ample materials for fresh armies. It seemed even to 
his hopeful spirit that all this could have but one ending, 
and that each success, however great, weakened him more than 
his adversaries. The winter’s rest was, however, most welcome. 
For the moment there was nothing to plan, nothing to do, save 
to order that the drilling of the fresh levies should go on in- 
cessantly, in order that some, at least, of the terrible gaps in 
the army might be filled up before the campaign commenced 
in the spring. 

1758 began badly, for early in January the Russians were 
on the move. The empress had dismissed and ordered to be 
tried by court-martial the general who had done so little the 
previous year, had appointed Field-marshal Fermor to com- 
mand in his place, and ordered him to advance instantly and 
to annex East Prussia in her name. 

On the 16th of January he crossed the frontier, and six 
days later entered Konigsberg and issued a proclamation to 
the effect that his august sovereign had now become mistress 
of Kast Prussia, and that all men of official or social position 
must at once take the oath of allegiance to her. 

Kast Prussia had been devastated the year before by 
marauders, and its hatred of Russia was intense, but the 
people were powerless to resist. Some fled, leaving all behind 
them, but the majority were forced to take the required 
oath, and for a time Hast Prussia became a Russian province. 
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Nevertheless its young men constantly slipped away when 
opportunity offered, to join the Prussian army, and moneys 
were frequently collected by the impoverished people to de- 
spatch to Frederick to aid him in his necessities. A far 
greater assistance was the English subsidy of £670,000, which 
was paid punctually for four years, and was of supreme service 
to him. It was spent thriftily, and of all the enormous sums 
expended by this country in subsidizing foreign powers, none 
was ever laid out to a tenth of the advantage of the £2,680,000 
given to Frederick. 

In the north the campaign also opened early. Jerdinand 
of Brunswick bestirred himself, defeated the French signally 
at Krefeld, and drove them headlong across the [hine. 
Frederick, too, took the field early, and on the 15th of March 
moved from Breslau upon Schweidnitz. The siege began on 
the Ist of April, and on the 16th the place surrendered. Four 
thousand nine hundred prisoners of war were taken, with fifty- 
one guns and £7000 in money. ‘Three days later Frederick, 
with forty thousand men, was off, deceived Daun as to his 
intentions, entered Moravia, and besieged Olmiitz. Keith was 
with him again, and Fergus had returned to his staff. The 
march was conducted with the marvellous precision and 
accuracy that characterized all Frederick’s movements, but 
Olmiitz was a strong place and stoutly defended. 

The Prussian engineers, who did not shine at siege work, 
opened their trenches eight hundred yards too far away. The 
magazines were too far off, and Daun, who as usual carefully 
abstained from giving battle, so cut up the convoys, that 
after five weeks of vain endeavours the king was obliged to 
raise the siege, partly owing to the loss of the convoy that 
would have enabled him to take the town, which was now at 
its last extremity, and partly that he knew that the Russians 
were marching against Brandenburg. He made a masterly 
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retreat, struck a heavy blow at Daun by capturing and de- 
stroying his principal magazine, and then took up a very 
strong position near Konigsgratz. 

Here he could have maintained himself against all Daun’s 
assaults, for his position was one that Daun had himself held 
and strongly fortified, but the news from the north was of so 
terrible a nature that he was forced to hurry thither. The 
Cossacks, as the Russian army advanced, were committing most 
horrible atrocities, burning towns and villages, tossing men and 
women into the fire, plundering and murdering everywhere, 
and the very small Prussian force that was watching them 
was powerless to check the swarming marauders. Frederick 
therefore, evading Daun’s attempts to arrest his march, crossed 
the mountains into Silesia again. 

At Landshut he gave his army two days’ rest, wrote and sent a 
paper to his brother Prince Henry, who was commander of the 
army defending Saxony from invasion, telling him that he was 
on the point of marching against the Russians and might well 
be killed, and giving him orders as to the course to be pur- 
sued in such an event. He left Keith in command of forty 
thousand men to hold Daun in check should the latter advance 
against Silesia, and he again took Fergus with him, finding 
the young officer’s talk a pleasant means of taking his mind 
off the troubles that beset him. 

In nine days the army, which was but fifteen thousand strong, 
marched from Landshut to Frankfort-on-Oder. Here the king 
learned that though Kiistrin, which the Russians were besieg- 
ing, still held out, the town had been barbarously destroyed 
by the enemy. In fierce anger the army pressed forward. 
The Russian army itself, officers and men, were indignant in 
the extreme at the brutalities committed by the Cossacks, 
but were powerless to restrain them, for indeed these ruffians 
did not hesitate to attack and kill any officer who ventured 
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to interfere between them and their victims. The next 
morning early Frederick reached the camp of his general 
Dohna, who had been watching, although unable to interfere 
with the Russians’ proceedings. 

The king had a profound contempt for the Russians, in 
spite of the warning of Keith, who had served with them, 
that they were far better soldiers than they appeared to be, 
and he anticipated a very easy victory over them. Early on 
the 22nd of August the army from Frankfort arrived. Dohna’s 
strength was numerically about the same as the king’s, and 
with his thirty thousand men Frederick had no doubt that 
he would make but short work of the eighty thousand 
Russians, of whom some twenty-seven thousand were the 
Cossack rabble, who were not worth being considered in a 
pitched battle. Deceiving the Russians as to his intentions 
by opening a heavy cannonade on one of their redoubts, as 
if intending to ford the river there, he crossed that evening 
twelve miles lower down, and, after some manceuvring, faced 
the Russians, who had at once broken up the siege on hearing 
of his passage. F'ermor sent away his baggage train to a small 
village called Kleinkalmin, and planted himself on a moor, 
where his front was covered by quagmires and the Zaborn 
stream. 

Hearing late at night on the evening of the 24th that 
Frederick was likely to be upon them the next morning, the 
Russian general drew out into the open ground north of 
Zorndorf, which stands on a bare rise surrounded by woods 
and quagmires, and formed his army into a great square, two 
miles long by one broad, with his baggage in the middle, a 
formation which had been found excellent by the Russians in 
their Turkish wars, but which was by no means well adapted 
to meet Frederick’s methods of impetuous attack. Being 
ignorant as to the side upon which Frederick was likely to 
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attack, and having decided to stand on the defensive, he 
adopted the methods most familiar to him. 

Frederick had cut all the bridges across the rivers Warta 
and Oder, and believed that he should, after defeating the 
Russians, drive them into the angle formed by the junction of 
these two streams, and cause them to surrender at discretion. 

Unfortunately he had not heard that the great Russian train 


Qe ote ae xT 
oe: e aa 


oh2 .... oO 

Neu Damm. i : p 

a es ee wane Qe wee ae. 

Ha lossow a o fs. Landsberg 
ot Karsten - rbriigge oe aah ot ea rit Fen 
“—" Ge 0Fe Gon Cea 
| ga: i. Darmiitzé / Bia ste~ e “hiaagi Faas rte alee. Can 
= av... oO 08 (or ant _ Mitliles. Rour ae Q. Res iviag at foe 
“ag Pkartsciten 3 mae eRe “te au) raed Se 
Races pS oZicher a "Gp pas Ms pies 
zdorfig © Gr. Nomen 7 apt fm fg Vet 

Ne B. jzornee y K Lane pe ay A 

SS = ro ae 


el ANT 
nen& ir. tgs A 


ae aR iis a <0... age a 


enw a. 
KS ‘eas e oa ee an ok” 
Hitz! go - st ae 
eral ats an ao¢ 
oe oa. yw” 
Drossene 
od. 
ae ods 
9 
(4 BATTLE OF ZORNDORF. 
a “08 Prussian Army —------amaems 
nae Russian Army-------- AAS 
QO ¢Ts, 
N ith eon a.a. Prussian Army about to cross the Mitzel 
oe ae .0@ Db. Prussian Infantry 


: ai c.c. Prussian Cavalry 


had been sent to Kleinkalmin; had he done so he could have 
seized it, and so have possessed himself of the Russian stores and 
all their munitions of war, and have forced them to surrender 
without a blow, for the Cossacks had wasted the country far and 
wide, and deprived it of all resources. But he and his army 
were so burning with indignation and the desire to avenge the 
Cossack cruelties, that they made ‘no pause and marched in all 
haste right round the Russian position, so as to drive them back 
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towards the junction of the two rivers. Fermor’s Cossacks 
brought him in news of Frederick’s movements, which were 
hidden from him by the forests, and, seeing that he was to be 
attacked on the Zorndorf side instead of from that on which 
he had expected it -to come, he changed his front and swung 
round the line containing his best troops to meet it. 

On arriving at Zorndorf, Frederick found that the Cossacks 
had already set the village on fire. This was no disadvantage 
to him, for the smoke of the burning houses rolled down towards 
the Russians, and so prevented them from making observation 
of the Prussian movements. The king rode up to the edge of 
the Zaborn hollow, and finding it too deep and boggy to be 
crossed, determined to attack at the south-west with his left and 
centre, placing his cavalry in rear and throwing back his right 
wing. The first division marched forward to the attack by the 
west end of the flaming village; the next division, which should 
have been its support, marched by the east end of Zorndorf ; 
its road was a longer one, and there was consequently a wide gap 
between the two divisions. Heralded by the fire of two strong 
batteries,—which swept the south-western corner of the Russian 
quadrilateral, their cross fire ploughing its ranks with terrible 
effect,—the first division under Manteufel fell upon the enemy. 

The fire of the Prussian batteries had sorely shaken the 
Russians, and had produced lively agitation among the horses 
of the light baggage train in the centre of the square, and 
heralding their advance with a tremendous fire of musketry, 
the Prussian infantry forced its way into the mass. Had the 
second division been close at hand, as it should have been, the 
victory would already have been won; but although also 
engaged it was not near, and Fermor poured out a torrent of 
horse and foot upon Manteufel’s flank and front. Without 
support, and surrounded, the Prussians could do nothing, and 
were swept back, losing twenty-four pieces of cannon, while the 
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Russians with shouts of victory pressed upon them. At this 
critical moment Seidlitz, with five thousand horse, dashed 
down upon the disordered mass of Russians, casting it into 
irretrievable confusion. At:the same time the infantry rallied 
and pressed forward again. 

In fifteen minutes the whole Russian army was a confused 
mass. Fermor, with the Russian horse, fled to Kratsdorf, and 
had not the bridge there been burnt by Frederick, he would 
have made off, leaving his infantry to their fate. These should 
now, according to all rules, have surrendered, but they proved 
unconquerable save by death. Seidlitz’s cavalry sabred them 
until fatigued by slaughter, the Prussian infantry poured their 
volleys into them, but they stood immovable and _ passive, 
dying where they stood. At one o’clock in the day the battle 
ceased for a moment. ‘The Prussians had marched at three in 
the morning, and seeing that although half the Russian army 
had been destroyed, the other half had gradually arranged 
itself into a fresh front of battle, Frederick formed his forces 
again, and brought up his right wing for the attack on the 
side of the Russian quadrilateral which still stood. Forward 
they went; their batteries well in advance, but before the 
infantry came within musket-range, the Russian horse and foot 
rushed forward to the attack, and with such force that they 
captured one of the batteries, took a whole battalion prisoners, 
and broke the centre. Here were the regiments of Dohna, 
perfectly clean and well accoutred, but being less accustomed 
to war than Frederick’s veterans they gave way at once before 
the Russian onslaught, and, in spite of Frederick’s efforts to 
prevent them, fled from the field and could not be rallied until 
« mile distant from it. The veterans stood firm, however, 
until Seidlitz, returning from pursuit, again hurled his horse- 
men upon the Russian masses, broke them up, and drove their 
cavalry in headlong flight before him. 
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CHAPTER XII. 


ANOTHER STEP. 


HEX Russian infantry being involved in the turmoil and 
confusion caused by the charge of Seidlitz and the defeat 
of their cavalry, the Prussian infantry again pressed forward, 
pouring in a heavy fire and charging with the bayonet. Three 
battalions had been drawn from this very country, and, mad- 
dened by the tales they had heard of Cossack cruelty, were 
not to be denied. The Russians, however, keeping their ranks, 
filling up the gaps as they were formed, and returning as best 
they could the fire of the Prussians, held together with sullen 
obstinacy. 

By this time the ammunition on both sides was exhausted, 
and now the struggle became hand to hand, bayonet against 
bayonet, butt-end of musket to butt-end. Seldom has so 
terrible a struggle ever been witnessed. Night-fall was ap- 
proaching. Toot by foot the inert Russian mass was pushed 
backwards. One of their generals, Demikof, collected some 
two thousand foot and a thousand horse, and took possession 
of a knoll, and Frederick ordered them to be dispersed again. 
Forcade was ordered to attack them with two battalions, and 
General Rutter to bring up the Dohna men again and take 
them in flank; but the latter had not recovered from their 
state of demoralization, and at the first cannon-shot turned 
and ran, continuing their flight even further than before, and 
taking refuge in the woods. Frederick instantly dismissed 
Rutter from the service. 

Then, as night had completely fallen, the terrible conflict 
ceased. Fermor by this time, finding that there was no 
crossing the rivers, had returned. No regiment or battalion 
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of his army remained in order. There was but a confused 
crowd, which the officers did their best to form into some sort 
of order regardless of regiment or battalion. The Cossacks 
scoured the fields under the cover of night, plundering the dead 
and murdering the wounded, flames marking their path. Four 
hundred of them were caught at their work by the Prussian 
hussars, and every one killed. Frederick sent for his tents, 
and the army pitched its camp facing the Russians; but during 
the night the latter having got into a sort of order, moved away 
to the westward and bivouacked on Drewitz Heath, facing the 
battle-ground. 

Fermor had some twenty-eight thousand men still with him, 
while Frederick had eighteen thousand. The former’s loss had 
been twenty-one thousand five hundred and twenty-nine killed, 
wounded, or missing, of whom eight thousand were killed; that 
of the Prussians was eleven thousand three hundred and ninety, 
of whom three thousand six hundred and eighty were killed; 
thus each side lost a third of its number in this terrible 
struggle. The next morning the Russians got into better order, 
and drew up in order of battle. A cannonade was for some time 
kept up on both sides, but the armies were beyond range of 
artillery. Neither party had any real thoughts of fighting. 
Fermor, beaten on his own ground the day before, could not 
dream of attacking the Prussians; the latter were worn out 
by the fatigues of the previous day. Moreover on each side 
the musketry ammunition was used up. The hussars, pur- 
suing the Cossacks, had in the night come upon the Russian 
waggon-train at Kleim, and carried off a good deal of portable 
plunder. 

The next morning, under cover of a fog, the Russians re- 
treated, reached their baggage, and then moved slowly away; 
and, harassed by Dohna, sullenly continued their retreat to 


the Russian frontier. If Frederick could have pressed them 
(31 393 ) O 
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he would probably have won another victory, but he had news 
which called him to hasten away west to join Prince Henry, as 
his presence there was urgently required for the defence of 
Saxony. 

Fergus had been with the king when the Dohna regiments 
gave way before the impetuous charge of the Russians, the rest 
of the staff having been sent away, one after the other, either 
to bring up Seidlitz or to order a fresh movement among the 
infantry, and as the king rode down to endeavour to restore 
order he followed closely behind him. 

The confusion was terrible; the Russian horse, mixed up 
with the infantry, were sabring and trampling them down. 
Suddenly three of them dashed at the king. Fergus, setting 
spurs to his horse, interposed between them and Frederick. 
One of the Russians was ridden over, horse and man, by the 
impetus of his rush, the other two attacked him furiously, 
and for a moment he was very hard pressed. He kept his 
horse prancing and curvetting, and managed to keep both his 
assailants on his right, until at last he cut one down and half 
a minute later ran the other through the body. 

“Gallantly done, Major Drummond,” the king said quietly, 
as, wheeling his horse, Fergus returned back to take his post 
behind him. “TI shall not forget that you have saved my life.” 
Then without further comment Frederick continued his work, 
trying to rally the infantry, ordering, entreating, and even 
laying the cane he always carried across their shoulders. 

A minute later there was a thunder of hoofs, and Seidlitz 
burst down upon the Russian mass, changing in a moment the 
fate of the battle. Excited by the late encounter Fergus’s horse 
took its bit between its teeth, joined Seidlitz’s cavalry as they 
swept past, and, in spite of the efforts of its rider, plunged 
with him into the midst of the fight. For the next few minutes 
Fergus had but slight knowledge of what was going on, he 
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being engaged in a series of hand-to-hand fights with both 
cavalry and infantry. Three times he was wounded, and then 
the pressure ceased, and he was again galloping across the 
moors in pursuit of the Russian horse. It was not until Seid- 
litz’s force drew rein that he recovered the control of his 
horse. Its flank was bleeding from a bayonet gash, and a 
bullet had gone through its neck. 

The first wound was of comparatively small consequence, 
but he feared that the other was serious; but though the horse 
panted from its exertion and excitement its breath came regu- 
larly, and it was evident that the ball had not hit the spine, 
for had it done so it would have fallen at once. He turned 
and rode back with the cavalry, who dismounted a short dis- 
tance from the scene of action in readiness to take their part 
again should they be required, while he pursued his way to 
the spot where the king had stationed himself surrounded by 
several of his staff. The king glanced at him and then said: 

“You are relieved from duty, Major Drummond; let one of 
the surgeons see to you at once.” 

Fergus rode but a short distance, and then, turning suddenly 
faint, he slid from his horse to the ground. One of the staff, 
happening to look round, at once rode back to him. ‘‘ You had 
best let me bandage up your wounds roughly,” he said. “It 
will be difficult to find a surgeon now that they are all up to 
their eyes in work somewhere in the rear.” 

Fergus had received two severe wounds in the face and a 
bayonet thrust through his leg. The officer did his best to 
stanch the bleeding, and was still occupied in doing so when 
KXarl rode up, jumped from his horse, and ran to his master’s 
side. 

‘Where have you been, Karl?” Fergus asked, for the soldier 
had also received a severe wound in the head. 

‘| followed you, master, as in duty bound, but I was some 
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distance behind you, and in that mélée I could not get near 
you; and being mixed up with one of the squadrons, I did not 
see you as you came back, and was in a great state about you 
until, on riding up to the staff, one of the officers pointed you 
out to me.” 

“T think that you are in good hands now,” the officer said. 
“T will jom the king again.” Fergus thanked him warmly, 
but in a weak voice. 

“The first thing, master, is for you to get a drink,” Karl 
said; and he took from the holster of Fergus’s saddle a flask 
that he had placed there that morning. “Take a good drink 
of this,” he said, “then I will see to your wounds. It is plain 
enough to see that that officer knew nothing about them.” 

Fergus drank half of the contents of the flask and then 
handed it to Karl. ‘ You finish it up,” he said, ‘you want it 
as much as I do.” 

‘Not so much, master, but I want it badly enough, I own.” 

Having drank, he proceeded to rebandage his master’s wounds, 
first laying on them rolls of lint he took from his own saddle- 
bag. “I never go on a campaign without lint and a bandage or 
two,” he said. ‘Many a life has been lost that might easily 
enough have been saved had they been at hand.” He laid the 
lint on the wounds and then bound them firmly and evenly. 
He had a bandage left when he had finished this. With the 
aid of a man who was limping to the rear, he used it for stanch- 
ing his own wounds. 

‘Well, master,” he said, “ you cannot do better than lie here 
for the present. I will look after the horses and fasten them 
up to that bush. The battle is going on as fiercely as ever, 
and looks as if it would go on until dark. If so, there will be no 
collecting the wounded to-night; but as soon as I see where the 
king bivouacs I will get you there somehow.” 

‘“‘T shall do very well here—at any rate for the present, 
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Karl. In the meantime it would be a good thing 1f you would 
take the two horses down to the brook and give them a good 
drink. You mayn’t get a chance later on. As my horse Turk 
is wounded in two places, I have no doubt the poor beast is 
as thirsty as I am.” 

“The bayonet wound is of no consequence,” Karl said after 
examining the horse’s flanks, ‘‘except that it has taken a good 
bit off its value. I don’t think this bullet wound through the 
neck is serious either.” 

In an hour Karl returned leading the horses. ‘I feel all 
the better for a wash, captain; I wish you could have one too. 
I have — my water-bottle, but you will want that before 
morning.” P- 

By means of the valises and cloaks Fergus was propped up 
into a half-sitting position, and he remained where he was until, 
after nightfall, the din of battle ceased. He.had eaten a few 
mouthfuls of bread and felt stronger, and by the time the 
tents were pitched and the bivouac fires lighted he was able 
to stand. With Karl’s assistance he mounted in side-saddle 
fashion, and, Karl leading the horses, made for the tents of the 
king’s staff, five hundred yards away. Captain Diedrich, the 
officer who shared the tent with Fergus, helped Karl to lift 
him down and carry him in. 

‘Do you want a surgeon to see you?” 

“No, they must have thousands of serious cases on hand. 
I merely fainted from loss of blood; the two wounds in my 
head cannot be very serious, and Karl has bandaged them up 
as well as a surgeon could do. The worst wound is in my leg, 
the bayonet went right through it and for a moment pinned 
it to the saddle. However, it is but a flesh wound, behind the 
bone about six inches below the knee. It bled very freely at 
first, but Karl stanched it, and it has not burst out since, se 
it is evident that no great harm is done,” 
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“T will bring you in some wine and water now,” Diedrich 
said. ‘They are getting supper, and I will send you a bowl 
of soup as soon as it is ready.” 

After Karl had tethered the horses, that of Fergus with 
the others belonging to the staff, and his own with those of the 
escort and staff orderlies, he sat down at one of the fires, ate 
his supper—for each man carried three days’ provisions in his 
haversack—and, chatting with his comrades, heard that several 
of the orderlies had been killed in the fight, and that four of 
the officers of the royal staff had also fallen under the enemy’s 
fire as they carried messages through the storm of case-shot 
and bullets. All agreed that never had they seen so terrible 
a fight, and that well-nigh a third, if not more, of the army had 
been killed or wounded. 

“We made a mistake about these Russians,” one of the 
troopers said. ‘They are dirty, and they don’t even look like 
soldiers, but I never saw such obstinate beggars to fight. 
From the moment the cavalry made their first charge they 
were beaten and ought to have given in; but they seemed to 
know nothing about it, and that second line of theirs charged 
as if it was but the beginning of a battle. I was never so 
surprised in my life as when they poured down on us, horse 
and foot; but all that was nothing to the way they stood 
afterwards. If they had been bags of saw-dust they could not 
have been more indifferent to our fire. That was a bad business 
of Dohna’s men. I thought when we joined them they looked 
too spick and span to be any good; but that they should run 
almost as fast and far as the men of the Federal army at Ross- 
bach is shameful. Neither in the last war nor in this has a 
Prussian soldier so disgraced himself. I don’t envy them. I 
don’t suppose a man in the army will speak to them, and we 
may be sure that it will be a long time indeed before our 
Fritz gets over it. It will need some hard fighting and 
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something desperate in the way of bravery before he forgives 
them. ‘How is your master, Karl?” 

“He will do. He has got three wounds and lost a lot of 
blood, but in a fortnight he will be in the saddle again, perhaps 
less, for he is as hard as steel.” 

‘He saved the king’s life, Karl. I was twenty yards away, 
and was wedged in so that there was no moving except back- 
wards, for Dohna’s men were half-mad with fright, and the 
Russians were cutting and slashing in the middle of us.” 

‘““T saw it,” Karl said; “1 was close to you at the time. 
I put spurs to my horse and rode over three or four of our own 
men, and cut down one who grasped my reins, but I got there 
too late. I had no great fear of the result, though. Why, you 
know, he killed six Pomeranians who were looting Count Eulen- 
furst’s place close to Dresden, and he made short work of those 
three Russians. It was beautifully done, too. They tried to 
get one on each side of him, but he kept them on his right, and 
that made a safe thing of it. He is a quiet, good-tempered 
officer. There is as much fun about him as a boy, but when 
his spirit is up there are not many swordsmen in the army that 
could match him. Why, when he first joined, nearly three 
years ago, he was in the 3rd Royal Dragoons, my own regi- 
ment, and I heard the sergeant, who was in the fencing-room, 
say that there was not an officer in the regiment who was a 
match for him with the sword. Now I have finished my pipe, 
and must be going to look after him again.” 

The king’s surgeon examined Fergus’s wounds the next 
morning, and said that, although he would not be able to sit a 
horse until his leg had healed, he would otherwise soon be 
convalescent. Soon after he had left him Sir John Mitchell 
came in to see him. As the English ambassador had very often 
during the last two winters met Fergus in the king’s apartments, 
at which he himself was a regular visitor, they were by this timo 
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well known to each other; Mitchell indeed regarded Fergus as 
a valuable assistant in his work of interesting Frederick and 
turning his mind from his many troubles and anxieties. 

“The surgeon has just given a good account of you to the 
king, Drummond,” he said, “and his majesty expressed much 
satisfaction at hearing that your wounds are not serious. 
‘That youth is not like most of your compatriots, Mitchell,’ 
he said to me with a smile, ‘ever ready to fight, but equally 
ready to join in a drinking bout should opportunity offer. 
He is always on horseback, and as hardy and as healthy as 
can be. With one of the hard-drinking sort fever might set 
in, but there is no risk of it with him. As [ told you, he 
saved my life yesterday. I was nearly compelled to take to 
my sword, but that would have been of little avail against 
the three Russians. Save for the sake of Prussia, my life 1s 
of no great value to me, for ’tis one full of care and trouble, 
but for my country’s sake I would fain hold on to it as long 
as there is hope for her deliverance from her enemies. 

“<«Vou can congratulate him on his promotion, Mitchell, for 
I made him a major on the spot. It was a brilliant feat, as 
brilliant as that which he performed at Lobositz, or that at 
Count Eulenfurst’s house at Dresden, each of which got him a 
step. “Tis not often that an officer gets thrice promoted for 
distinguished bravery. Each time the feat was the talk of the 
whole army, and it will not be less so at the present time, 
methinks, nor will any feel jealous at his rapid rise.’” 

“The king is too kind, your excellency.” 

“T do not think so, Drummond. I have marked you a good 
deal during the last two years, and you have borne yourself 
well, and as a Scotchman I am proud of you. You have the 
knack of your kinsman Keith of entering into the king’s 
humours, of being a bright companion when he is in a good 
temper and of holding your tongue when ha is put out, of 
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expressing your opinion frankly and yet never familiarly; and 
your freshness and hopefulness often, I see, cheer the king, 
whose Prussians cannot for their lives help being stiff and 
formal, or get to talk with him as if he were a human being 
like themselves. Next to Keith and myself, I think that there 
is no one with whom the king can distract his mind so com- 
pletely as with you. To him it is like getting a whiff of the 
fresh air from our Scottish hills. He told the surgeon to see 
that you were sent down with the first batch of wounded officers.” 

The next day, accordingly, while the two armies were watch- 
ing each other and the cannon were growling, Fergus was 
taken down to Frankfort. 

Zorndorf was fought on the 25th of August; and on the 
2nd of September Frederick started with the army for Saxony, 
where Prince Maurice had been sorely pressed by Daun and 
the newly-raised army of the Confederates, and had had to 
take post on some heights a short distance from Dresden. 

‘A bad job, major,” Karl grumbled as he brought the news 
to Fergus, who was quartered in a private house. ‘The king 
has gone to have a slap at Daun, and here are we left behind. 
If he would have waited another fortnight we might have been 
with him.” 

‘Perhaps we shall get there in time yet, Karl. You may 
be sure that as soon as Daun hears that the king is coming he 
will, as usual, begin to fortify himself, and it will need no small 
amount of marching and counter-marching to get him to come 
out and give battle. He was slow and cautious before, but 
after Leuthen he is likely to be doubly so. However, I will 
get a tailor here to-day to measure me for a new uniform. 
What with blood, and your cutting my breeches to get at my 
leg, I must certainly get a new outfit before I rejoin. I hope 
I shall be with the marshal again. It is a good deal more 
ively with him than it is with the king’s staff, who, although 
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no doubt excellent soldiers, are certainly not lively companions. 
I do hope there will be no great battle until we get there. 
I should think I might start in a week.” 

The surgeon, however, would not hear of this, and it was 
the end of the third week in September before Fergus rode 
from Frankfort. The news from the south was so far satis- 
factory that he had fidgeted less than he would otherwise have 
done. Daun had, in fact, retired hastily from Meissen, and 
had taken post in an almost impregnable position at Stolpen. 
Neisse was being besieged and must be relieved, but Daun now 
blocked Frederick’s way at Stolpen, both to that town and to 
Bautzen—cut him off indeed from Silesia, and for the moment 
the royal army and that of Prince Maurice were lying at 
Dresden. Fergus, therefore, was content to follow the doctor’s 
orders and to spend four days on the journey down to Dresden. 
Keith was there and received him joyfully; Lindsay greeted 
him vociferously. 

‘So you have gone up another step above me,” he laughed. 
‘Never was a fellow with such luck as you have. Saved the 
king’s life, I hear; tumbled over scores of Russians; won the 
victory with your own sword.” 

“Not quite as much as that, Lindsay,” Fergus laughed. 
‘The scores of Cossacks come down to three, of whom one my 
horse tumbled over, and I managed the other two. Still, 
although the battle was only half finished when I was put out 
of all further part in it, I may be said in one way to have won 
it, for had the king fallen there is no saying how matters 
might have gone. It is true that we could not have lost it, for 
the Russians were past taking the offensive, but it might have 
been a drawn battle.” 

“Tt was a terrible business,” Lindsay said seriously—“ as 
bad in its way as Prague, that is to say in proportion to the 
numbers engaged. Everyone says they would rather fight 
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three Austrians than one Russian. The marshal has rather 
scored off the king, for he warned him that though slow the 
Russians were formidable foes, but the king scoffed at the 
idea. He has found out now that he greatly undervalued 
them, and has owned as much to Keith. I am sorry to say 
the marshal is not well. He suffers a good deal, and I fancy 
that after this campaign is over he will ask to be relieved from 
active duty in the field and will take the command of the army 
covering Dresden. He has led a hard life, you see, and has 
done as much as three ordinary men. Still, we shall see how 
he is next spring. It would almost break his heart to have to 
give up before this war is over.” 

“Ttis difficult to say when that will be, Lindsay. Here we 
are getting towards the third year, and the war is not one whit 
nearer to the end than it was when we left Berlin. It is true 
that we have no longer to count France as formidable, but 
Russia has turned out far more so than we expected; and 
having once taken the matter up, the empress, if she is half as 
obstinate as her soldiers, is likely to go on at 1t for a long time. 
And we are using up our army very fast, and cannot replace 
our losses as Austria and Russia can do.” 

‘“T hope they are not going to make another twenty years’ 
war of it,’ Lindsay said. ‘If you go on in the way that you 
are doing, Drummond, you will be a field-marshal in a third of 
that time; but you must remember about the proverb of the 
pitcher and the well.” 

“Yes, Lindsay, but you must remember that I am having a 
share of hard knocks. I have been wounded twice now, to say 
nothing of being stunned and taken prisoner; so you see I am 
having my share of bad luck as well as good. Now at present 
you have never had as much as a scratch, and when your bad 
luck comes it may come all in a lump.” 

“There is something in that, Fergus, though I own that I 
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had not thought of it. Well, perhaps it is better to take it 
in small doses than have it come all at once. So you have 
brought your man back sate, I see, though he has had an ugly 
slash across the cheek. By the way, I hope that those two 
sword-cuts are not going to leave bad scars, Drummond. It 
would be hard to have your beauty spoilt for life and you only 
nineteen, though, fortunately, everyone thinks you two or 
three years older. However, they will be honourable scars, 
and women don’t mind any disfigurement in a man if it is got 
in battle. It is a pity, though, that you did not get them when 
defending the king’s life instead of in the cavalry charge after- 
wards. You brought your horse safe out of the battle, I hope?” 

“He has, hke myself, honourable scars, Lindsay. He got 
an ugly gash on the flank with a bayonet, and I am afraid 
when it heals white hair will grow on it. He had also a 
bullet through the neck; fortunately it missed both spine and 
windpipe, and is quite healed up now.” 

“Tt is really a pity to take such a horse as that under fire,” 
Lindsay said regretfully. 

“Well, when one risks one’s own life, one ought not to mind 
risking that of a horse, however valuable.” 

‘No, I suppose not. Still, it is a pity to ride so valuable 
an animal. You are paid so much for risking your own life, 
you see, Drummond, but it is no part of the bargain that you 
should risk that of a horse worth any amount of money.” 

Fergus on his arrival called at once on Count Eulentfurst, 
who, with his wife and daughter, were delighted to see him, 
for he had now been absent from Dresden since Frederick had 
marched against Soubise thirteen months before. 

‘We heard from Captain Lindsay,” the count said, ‘‘ when 
the army arrived here some three weeks since, that you were 
wounded, but not gravely; also, that for valour shown in 
defending the king when he was attacked by three Russians, 
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you had been promoted to the rank of major, upon which we 
congratulate you heartily. And now that you have come, I 
suppose your king will soon be dashing away with you again. 
What a man he is, and what soldiers! I can assure you 
that sometimes when I read the bulletins 1 am inclined to 
regret that I was not born two days’ journey farther north. 
And yet, in spite of his fierce blows at all these enemies, 
there is no sign of peace being any nearer than when you 
dropped down to our rescue some twenty-seven months ago. 
‘Tis a terrible war.” 

“Tt is, indeed, count. Certainly, when I crossed the seas to 
take service here, I little thought how terrible was the 
struggle that was approaching. If we had known it, I am 
sure that my mother would never have let me leave home.” 

“She must be terribly uneasy about you,” the countess said. 
“Do you hear from her often?” 

‘She writes once a month, and so do I. I get her letters in 
batches. I know that she must be very anxious, but she says 
nothing about it in her letters. She declares that she is proud 
that I am fighting for a Protestant prince so hemmed in by 
his enemies, and that the thoughts and hopes of all England 
are with him, and the bells ring as loudly at our victories 
through England and Scotland as they do at Berlin.” 

“Tf we of Saxony had understood the matter sooner,” the 
count said, ‘‘we should be surely fighting now on your side; 
and, indeed, had not Frederick compelled his Saxon prisoners 
to serve with him, had he sent them all to their homes, there 
would have been no animosity, and, as Protestants, the people 
would soon have come to see that your cause was their own. 
Most of them do see it now, for whenever the enemy have 
entered Saxony they have plundered and ill-treated the people, 
especially the Protestants. Are your horses still alive?” 

“Yes, count, and well, save that one was wounded at 
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Zorndorf; but for that he cannot blame me, for it was his own 
doing. When Seidlitz charged into the midst of the Russians 
he passed close to us, and Turk, maddened by excitement, 
seized the bit in his teeth and joined him in the mélée. I 
got three wounds and he had two, but happily he has been 
cured as rapidly as I have, though with no advantage to the 
appearance of either of us.” 

‘Will the scars on your face always show as they do now?” 
Thirza asked. 

‘“T am sure I hope not,” he said. ‘‘At present they are 
barely healed, but in time, no doubt, the redness will fade out 
and they will not show greatly, though I daresay the scars 
will be always visible.” 

‘“T should be proud of them, Major Drummond,” said Thirza, 
“considering that you got them in so great a battle, and one in 
which you rendered such service to the king.” 

“You see, I shall not be always able to explain when and 
how I got them,” Fergus laughed. ‘People who do not know 
me will say, ‘There goes a young student who has got his face 
slashed at the university’.” 

‘They could not say that,” she said indignantly. ‘“ Even if 
you were not in uniform, anyone can see that you are a soldier.” 

‘Whether or not, Countess Thirza, it is a matter that will 
certainly trouble me very little. However, I begin to think 
that I shall not always be a soldier. Certainly, I should not 
leave the army as long as this war goes on; but I have 
seen such terrible fighting, such tremendous carnage, that I 
think that at the end of it, if I come out at the end, I shall 
be glad to take to a peaceful life. My cousin Marshal Keith 
has been fighting all his life; he is a great soldier, and has the 
honour of being regarded by the king as his friend, but he has 
no home, no peace and quiet, no children growing up to take 
his place. I should not like to look forward to such a life, and 
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would rather go back and pass my days in the Scottish glens 
where I was brought up.” 

“T think that you are right,” the count said seriously. ‘In 
ordinary times a soldier’s life would be a pleasant one, and he 
could reckon upon the occasional excitement of war, but such a 
war as this, 1s beyond all calculation. In these three campaigns, 
and the present one is not ended, nigh half of the army which 
marched through here has been killed or wounded. It is terrible 
to think of. One talks of the chances of war, but this is mak- 
ing death almost a certainty, for if the war continues another 
two or three years how few will be left of those who began it! 
Even now a great battle will probably be fought in a few days. 
Two great armies are within as many marches of Dresden. 
The smallest of them outnumbers Frederick, the other is fully 
twice his strength, and so intrenched, as I hear, that the posi- 
tion is well-nigh impregnable.” 

“T expect the king will find means to force him out of it 
without fighting,” Fergus said with a smile. ‘Daun is alto- 
gether over cautious, and Leuthen is not likely to have 
rendered him more confident.” 

Fergus spent the greater part of his time at the count’s, for 
Marshal Keith insisted upon his abstaining from all duty until 
the march began. 

“We are off to-morrow morning,” he said, when he went up 
on the evening of the 30th of September—‘“ where, I know not; 
except the king, Marshal Keith, and Prince Maurice, I do 
not suppose that anyone knows; but wherever it is we start at 
daybreak.” 

“ May you return ere long safe and sound!” the count said. 
“Is there nothing that we can do for you? You know we 
regard you as one of the family, and there is nothing that 
would give us greater pleasure than to be able in some way to 
make you comfortable.” 
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“T thank you heartily, count, but I need nothing; and if I 
did I could purchase it, for it is but seldom that one has to put 
one’s hand in one’s pocket, and as a captain I have saved the 
greater part of my pay for the last two years, and shall 
pile up my hoard still faster now that Jama major. I have 
never had an opportunity before of thanking you for that purse 
which you handed to Karl to be laid out for my benefit in case 
of need. He holds it still, and I have never had occasion to 
draw upon it, and hope that I never may have to do so.” 

The next morning the army, furnished with nine days’ pro- 
visions, and leaving a force to face the army of the Confederates, 
strode along the road at its usual pace. They took the road for 
Bautzen, drove off Loudon, who commanded Daun’s northern 
outposts, without difficulty, and so passed his flank. The ad- 
vance-guard pushed on to Bautzen, drove away the small force 
there, and leaving there the magazines of the army, occupied 
Hochkirch, a few miles away. The king with the main body 
arrived at Bautzen on the following day, and halted there to 
see what Daun was going to do. The latter was, in fact, 
obhged to abandon his stronghold, for the Prussians at Hoch- 
kirch menaced the road by which he drew his provisions from 
his magazines at Zittau. Marching at night he reached and 
occupied a line of hills between Hochkirch and Zittau, and 
within a couple of miles of the former place. 

Frederick had been forced to wait at Bautzen till another 
convoy of provisions arrived. When he joined the division at 
Hochkirch and saw Daun’s army on the opposite hills, busy as 
usual in intrenching itself, he ordered the army to encamp 
when they were within a mile of Daun’s position. 

Marwitz, the staff officer to whom he gave the order, argued 
and remonstrated, and at length refused to be concerned in the 
marking out of such an encampment. He was at once put 
under arrest and another officer did the work. Frederick, in 
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fact, entertained a sovereign contempt for Daun, with his slow 
marches, his perpetual intrenchings, and his obstinate caution, 
and had no belief whatever that the Austrian marshal would 
attempt to attack him. He was in a very bad humour, too, 
having discovered that Retzow had failed to take possession 
of the Stromberg, a detached hill which would have rendered 
the position a safe one. He put him under arrest, and 
ordered the Stromberg to be occupied. The next morning 
the force proceeding to do so found, however, that the post 
was already occupied by Austrians, who resisted stoutly, and 
being largely reinforced maintained their position on the hill, 
on which several batteries were placed. 

It was now Tuesday, and Frederick determined to march 
away on the Saturday. His obstinacy had placed the army in 
an altogether untenable and dangerous position. All his officers 
were extremely uneasy, and Keith declared to the king that 
the Austrians deserved to be hanged if they did not attack; to 
which Frederick replied: 

“We must hope that they are more afraid of us than even 
of the gallows.” 


CHAPTER XIII. 


HOCHKIRCH. 


HE village of Hochkirch stood on a hilltop, with an 
extensive view for miles round on all sides save on the 
south, where hills rose one above another. Among these hills 
was one called the Devil’s Hill, where the primitive country 
people believed that the devil and his witches held high festival 
once a year. Frederick’s right wing, which was commanded 
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battalions, and a battery of twenty guns on the next height to 
Hochkirch. From this point to the Devil’s Hill extended a 
thick wood, in which a strong body of Croats were lurking. 
Frederick, with the centre, extended four miles to the left of 
Hochkirch. Retzow, who had been restored to his command, 
had ten or twelve thousand men lying in or behind Weissen- 
berg, four miles away. 

Frederick’s force, with that of Keith, amounted to twenty- 
eight thousand men, and Retzow’s command was too far away 
to be considered as available. Daun’s force, lying within a 
mile of Hochkirch, amounted to ninety thousand men. Well 
might Keith say that the Austrians deserved to be hanged if 
they did not attack. Frederick himself was somewhat uneasy, 
and would have moved away on the Friday night had he not 
been waiting for the arrival of a convoy of provisions from 
Bautzen. Still he relied upon Daun’s inactivity. This time, 
however, his reliance was falsified. All Daun’s generals were 
of opinion that 1t would be disgraceful were they to stand on 
the defensive against an army practically less than a third of 
their force, and their expostulations at length roused Daun 
into activity. 

Once decided, his dispositions were, as usual, excellent. His 
plan was an able one. He himself with thirty thousand men 
was to start as soon as it was dark on Friday evening, sweep 
round to the south, follow the base of the Devil’s Mountain, 
and then through the hollows and thick wood till he was close 
to the force on the right of Hochkirch, and was to fall suddenly 
on them at five o’clock on Saturday morning. The orders were 
that as soon as Hochkirch was taken, the rest of the army, 
sixty thousand strong, were to march against Frederick, both 
in front and on his left, and so completely smash and crumple 
him up. Frederick had no premonition of the storm that was 
gathering. On Thursday and Friday the Austrians were en- 
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gaged as usual in felling trees, forming abattis, throwing up 
earth-works, and in all ways strengthening their position. 
Everything seemed to show that Daun was still bent upon 
standing upon the defensive only. As the lurking Croats and 
Pandoors had every night crept up through the brushwood 
and hollows, and skirmished with the Prussian outposts away 
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on the right, scattered firing was not heeded much in Hoch- 
kirch. Fergus had just got up in the little room he shared 
with Lindsay in the marshal’s quarters, a mile north of Hoch- 
kirch, and was putting on his boots, when, a few minutes past 
five, the sound of firing was heard. 

‘There are the Croats as usual,” he said. 

“What a restless fellow you are, Drummond! you have been 
up at this unearthly hour each morning since we got here. 
It won't be light for another two hours yet; I doubt whether 
it will be light then. It looks to me as if it were a thick 
fog.” 

“You are right about my early hours, and I admit I have been 
restless. It is not a pleasant idea that but a mile away there 
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is an army big enough to eat us up, and nothing whatever to 
prevent their pouncing upon us at any moment except two or 
three batteries. The marshal was saying last night he should 
regard it as the most fortunate escape he ever had if we drew 
off safely to-night without being attacked. That firing is 
heavier than usual. There go a couple of guns!” 

“Those two advanced pieces are sending a round or two of 
case-shot into the bushes, I suppose,” Lindsay said drowsily. 

Fergus completed his dressing and went downstairs and out 
into the night. Here he could hear much better than in the 
room above, which had but one loophole for air and light, and 
that was almost stopped up with a wisp of straw. He could 
now plainly hear volley firing and a continued crackle of 
musketry. He ran upstairs again. 

“You had better get your things on at once, Lindsay, it is 
a more serious affair than usual. I shall take it upon myself 
to wake the marshal.” 

He went to Keith’s door, knocked, and opened it. 

“Who is there? What is it ?” the marshal asked. 

“Tt is I, Drummond, sir. There is heavy firing going 
on to the right, much heavier than it has been any other 
night.” 

“What o'clock is it?” 

‘About ten minutes past five, sir. There is a thick mist, 
and it is pitch dark. Shall I go over and inquire what is 
going on?” 

“Yes, do. I expect that those rascally Croats have been 
reinforced, and are trying to find out whether we are still in 
our positions.” 

‘“T will be back as soon as I can, sir.” 

Fergus ran round to the low range of sheds in which their 
horses were stabled. 

“Karl, are you there?” he shouted. 
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‘Yes, major,” a voice said close at hand. ‘I am listening 
to all that firing.” 

‘Saddle up at once; you may as well ride with me. Iam 
going to see what it is all about.” 

A lantern was burning in the shed, and by its light Fergus 
and the orderly rapidly saddled the horses. 

“You had better light two more lanterns, Karl. Leave the 
one on the wall burning. We will take the others; we shall 
want them, for one cannot see a horse’s length away, and if 
we had not the sound of firing to guide us we should soon lose 
our way altogether.” 

The light enabled them to go at a fairly fast trot, but they 
trusted rather to their horses’ than to their own eyes. The roar 
and rattle of the firing increased in volume every minute. 

“That 1s more than an affair with the Croats, Karl.” 

“A good deal more, major. It looks as if the Austrians 
were beating up our quarters in earnest.” 

“It does indeed.” 

When they reached Hochkirch they found the troops there 
astir. The cavalry trumpets were sounding to horse, and the 
clamour round the village told that the troops encamped there 
were getting under arms. 

“Do you know what is going on to the right, sir?” Fergus 
asked a field-officer who was in the act of mounting. ‘ Marshal 
Keith has sent me to inquire.” 

“Not in the least; but, as far as I can tell by the sound, 
they must be attacking us in force, and they seem to be 
working round in rear of our battery there. The sound is 
certainly coming this way.” 

‘Then I will go on to the battery,” Fergus said. He had 
ridden but a little way farther, when he was convinced that the 
officer was right. The crash of musketry volleys rose continu- 
ously, but although the boom of guns was mingled with it, 


230 WITH FREDERICK THE GREAT. 


there was nothing like the continuous fire that might have 
been expected from a twenty-gun battery. Suddenly from his 
right a crackle of firing broke out, and then heavy volleys; 
the builets sung overhead. 

“They are attacking us in the rear, sir, sure enough,” Karl 
sald. 

“YT am afraid they have captured our big battery, Karl,” 
Fergus said as he turned his horse. 

It was but a few hundred yards back to the village, but just 
as he reached it a roar of fire broke out from its rear. They 
could make their way but slowly along the streets, so crowded 
were they now with infantry, who, unable to see until a yard 
or two away, could not make room for them to pass, as they 
would otherwise have done for a staff officer. 

With feverish impatience Fergus pushed on until the road 
was clear; but even now he had to go comparatively slowly, 
for unless they kept to the track across the open ground that 
led to the farmhouse, they must miss it altogether. Lights 
were moving about there as he rode up. Keith himself was 
at the door, and the orderlies were bringing up the horses. 

“What is it, Major Drummond?” 

“Tt is an attack in force, sir, on the right flank and rear. 
The enemy have crept up between Hochkirch and our battery, 
and as I came through the village they were attacking it in 
rear. J cannot say for certain, but I believe that the battery 
is taken, though there is a heavy infantry fire still going on 
there.” 

“Ride to Ziethen, Captain Lindsay, give him the news, and 
tell him to fall upon the Austrians. Captain Cosser and 
Captain Gaudy, ride off to the infantry and bring them up at 
the double. I will take on the Kannaker battalion myself ;” 
and he rode down at once to the camp of this battalion, which 
was but a hundred yards away, despatching others of his staff 
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to hasten up the regiments near. The Kannaker battalion 
was already under arms, and marched off with him as soon as 
he arrived. 

“T am going to the left of the village, Fergus, and shall make 
for the battery, which we must retake. Do you go first into 
Hochkirch and see how matters go there; if badly, give my 
order to the colonel of the first battalion that comes along, and 
tell him to throw himself into the village and assist to hold it 
to the last. After that you must be guided by circumstances, 
it is doubtful if you will ever find me again in this black 
mist.” 

Fergus handed his lantern to Keith’s orderly, who took his 
place at the side of the marshal as the regiment went off at 
the double. Fergus rode up to the village. It was scarce 
twenty minutes since he had left it, but it was evident that a 
furious fight was raging there, and that the Austrians had 
already penetrated some distance into its streets. Without 
hesitation he turned and rode back again, and in a few minutes 
met a dark body of men coming along at a rapid run. 

“Where is the colonel?” he asked, reining in his horse 
suddenly, for he had nearly ridden into the midst of them. 

“Just ahead of us, to the right, sir.” 

In a minute Fergus was beside him. By the light that Karl 
carried he recognized him. 

“Major Lange,” he said, “I have the marshal’s orders that 
you should march into Hochkirch and hold it to the last. 
The Austrians are already in partial possession of it.” 

“Which way is it, Major Drummond? for in this mist I have 
almost lost my direction, and there seems to be firing going on 
everywhere ahead.” 

‘“T will direct you,” Fergus said. “I have just come from 
there ;” and he trotted back to the village. As they approached 
Hochkirch, it was evident that although the defenders were still 
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clinging to its outskirts, the greater portion was lost; but with 
a cheer the battalion rushed forward, and was in a moment 
fiercely engaged. Major Lange’s horse fell dead under him, 
struck by an Austrian bullet. Fergus rode into the first house 
he came to, dismounted, and left his horse there. 

“You may as well leave yours here too, Karl. We can do 
no good with them, and should only be in the way. When it 
begins to get light we will try and find the marshal. You may 
as well get hold of the first musket and ammunition-pouch that 
you can pick up. There will be enough for every man to do 
to hold this place until more reinforcements come up.” 

A. desperate struggle went on in the streets. The Prussians 
who had been driven back joined the battalion just arrived. 
Bayonets and the butt-end of the musket were used rather 
than shot, for in the mist friend could not be distinguished 
from foe five yards away, and it was from their shouts rather 
than by their uniforms that men knew whether they had one 
or other in front of them. Karl was not long in finding arms, 
and, taking his place in the ranks, was soon at work with the 
others. The village was almost circular in shape, clustered 
as it were on the top of the hill. The struggle was not con- 
fined to one street, but raged in half a dozen, more or less 
parallel with each other. Gradually the Prussians pressed for- 
ward, and had more than half cleared the village when their 
advance was checked by the arrival of fresh battalions of the 
Austrians; then Lange threw his men into the church and 
churchyard and there stubbornly maintained himself. 

Soon flames burst out from various directions, giving a wel- 
come light to the defenders, and enabling them to keep up so 
heavy a fire upon the now swarming enemy that they repulsed 
each attack made upon them. Light battalions of Austrians 
in vain tried to capture the position, attacking it on every 
side, but the stubborn Prussians held firmly to it. Meanwhile 
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beyond as far as the battery the fight raged. The Plothow 
battalion, which had been stationed in advance of it, had been 
attacked and enveloped on all sides by the Austrians, but had 
defended themselves splendidly; and though forced back by 
sheer weight of numbers, had maintained their order and done 
heavy execution by their fire. The battery had been lost, but 
those who had been driven out rallied, and with the Plothow 
men made so furious a rush forward that they hurled the 
Austrians out again. It was but for a few minutes, for such 
masses of the enemy poured up through the mist that there 
was no withstanding them, and many of the Prussians were 
taken prisoners. 

Their captivity was of short duration, for through the mist 
Ziethen’s horse burst out suddenly into the raging tumult, 
scattered the Austrians, released the prisoners, and were then 
off to fall upon fresh enemies, as soon as they discovered 
their position. Everywhere isolated combats took place; 
battalion after battalion, and squadron after squadron, as it 
arrived, flung itself upon the first enemy it came upon in the 
darkness. Keith, on reaching the battery, again retook it, but 
again the Austrian masses obtained possession. In and around 
Hochkirch similar desperate struggles were going on. None 
fled, but, falling back until meeting another battalion hastening 
up, re-formed and charged again. Ziethen’s horse, together 
with the rest of the cavalry and gendarmes, mingled with staff 
officers and others who had lost their way, continued to make 
furious charges against the Austrians pressing round the rear 
of the position, and holding them in check. 

Until its cartridges were all spent, Lange’s battalion held the 
churchyard, though its numbers were terribly lessened by the 
Austrian fire. Then the major called upon his men to form 
in a mass and cut their way through the enemy with the 
bayonet. This they most gallantly did, losing many, but 
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the remnant emerged from the village, their gallant leader, 
wounded to death, among them. JIergus and Karl separated 
themselves from them, ran to the house where they had left 
their horses, mounted, and galloped off. By this time the 
centre was coming up, led by the king himself. As they 
neared Hochkirch a cannon-ball took off the head of Frank of 
Brunswick, the king’s youngest brother-in-law; Prince Maurice 
of Dessau, riding in the dark till within twenty yards of the 
Austrians, was badly hit; and the storm of case and musket 
bullets that swept the approaches to Hochkirch was so terrible 
that Frederick’s battalion had to fall back. 

“The first thing is to find the marshal,” Fergus said as he 
rode out of Hochkirch. “He must be somewhere to the 
right.” 

He galloped on until a flash of fire burst out a few yards in 
front. His horse fell dead under him, and before he could 
extricate himself from it he was surrounded by Austrians. An 
officer shouted to him to surrender, and seeing the hopelessness 
of resistance he at once did so. He looked round, and to his 
satisfaction saw nothing of Karl. He was placed in the midst 
of the Austrian regiment under the charge of a sergeant, and 
told that he would be shot if he tried to escape. 

Frederick, with more battalions that had come up, pushed 
on, thrusting the Austrians back until he had left Hochkirch 
on his left. But by this time it was past eight o'clock, the fog 
was dispersing, and he saw a great body of Austrians on the 
heights to his right, from Waditz to Meschduitz, as well as 
on the whole line of heights on the left. His only line of re- 
treat, therefore, was along at the foot of the Dressau heights; 
these he ordered to be seized at once. This was done before 
the Austrians could reach the spot, they being hindered by 
furious charges by Ziethen from the open ground between 
Kumschutz and Canitz, and Frederick rearranged his front 
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of battle and waited for Retzow to come up with the left 
wing. 

The Austrians tried several attacks, but with little success. 
They too had been hindered and confused by the mist, and 
the force that had been engaged in and round Hochkirch had 
suffered terribly, and they pushed forward but feebly, now that 
the Prussian guns on the heights were able to open fire upon 
them. Retzow was long in coming, for he too had been 
attacked by twenty thousand men, who had been told off by 
Daun for the purpose. The attack, however, was badly 
managed and feeble, but it delayed Retzow from making a 
start when Frederick’s urgent messages reached him. During 
this anxious delay the Austrians captured Frederick’s main 
battery of thirty guns north of Rodewitz, and were beginning 
to press forward when Retzow came on to the ground and 
took up a position at Belgern, covering Frederick’s left flank. 

Had he been an hour sooner he might have saved the heavy 
battery which lay beyond the range of the guns on the Dressau 
heights, and which Frederick could not have supported with- 
out bringing on a general battle. Then in a steady and 
leisurely manner the king drew off his forces and took up a 
new position from Krewitz to Puswietz, carrying off the 
whole of his baggage, Retzow and the troops on the Dressau 
heights covering the movement until all had passed, Daun and 
his great army standing on their circle of hills watching, but 
not interfering with the movement. 

Frederick’s rashness had cost him dear. He had lost eight 
thousand men, five thousand three hundred and eighty-one of 
them and a hundred and nineteen officers, killed or prisoners, 
the rest wounded; he had also lost a hundred and one guns, 
and most of his tents. Of the Austrians three hundred and 
twenty-five officers and five thousand six hundred and fourteen 
rank and file were killed or wounded, and a thousand prisoners 
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lost. ‘I'wenty thousand of their men deserted during their 
passage through the dark and intricate woods. 

Fergus remained with the regiment that had captured him 
until the battle ceased, after which he was taken under a 
guard to the spot where the Prussian prisoners were gathered. 
Of these there were fifty-eight officers; the greater part of 
whom were more or less severely wounded. ‘Two of the officers 
belonged to the Kannaker battalion, and from them Fergus 
asked for news of Marshal Keith. 

“We fear he is killed,” one said. ‘He led us into the 
battery, and he was with us after we were driven out again, 
but after that neither of us saw him. Everything was in con- 
fusion, we could not see twenty yards any way. We know 
that the battalion had suffered terribly. Just before we were 
captured, being with a score of men cut off from the rest by a 
rush of Austrians, a rumour spread that the marshal had been 
killed, but more than this we cannot tell.” 

Two hours later an Austrian officer rode up with orders 
that the prisoners were to be marched some distance farther 
to the rear. Fergus went up to him and said: 

“Can you tell me, sir, if Marshal Keith is among the killed? 
I am one of his aides-de-camp, and moreover a cousin of his.” 

“Yes,” the officer said, “he has fallen. His body was re- 
cognized by General Lacy, who commands here; I am on his 
staff. The general was greatly affected, for he and the mar- 
shal were at one time comrades in arms. ‘The marshal was 
shot through the heart and had previously received two other 
wounds. He was a most gallant soldier, and one highly 
esteemed by us. He will be buried with all military honours 
at Hochkirch, where he has been carried.” 

Fergus was deeply:-moved. Keith had been so uniformly 
kind that he had come to feel for him almost as a father. He 
could not speak for a minute, and then said: 
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“Would you ask General Lacy, sir, to allow me to attend his 
funeral, both as one of the marshal’s staff and as a relation, who 
loved him very dearly? My name is Major Drummond.” 

“I will certainly ask him, sir, and have no doubt that he will 
grant the request.” He thereupon gave orders that a young 
officer should remain with Fergus until an answer was received. 
He then rode off, and in a few minutes the rest of the prisoners 
were marched away. In half an hour the officer returned. 

“General Lacy will be glad if you will accompany me to 
his quarters, he gladly accedes to your request.” 

Lacy occupied one of the houses at Hochkirch which had 
been spared by the flames. The aide-de-camp conducted Fergus 
to an empty room. 

“The general is away at present,” he said, “but will see 
you as soon as he returns. When alone, Fergus burst into 
tears. It was indeed a heavy loss to him. [ven before he 
came out he had come to regard Keith with deep respect and 
admiration; he had heard so much of him from his mother, 
that it seemed to him that their relationship was far closer 
than it really was, and that Keith stood in the position of an 
uncle rather than of his mother’s cousin. Since he had been 
in Germany he had been constantly with him, save when he 
was away with the king, and the genial kindness, the absence 
of all formality, and the affectionate interest he had shown in 
him, had been almost of a fatherly nature. 

It was but a poor consolation to know that it was the death 
Keith would of all others have chosen, and that had he survived 
the campaign, he would probably have been obliged to retire 
from active service, or to take some quiet command where his 
inactivity would speedily have chafed him beyond bearing, 
alter so active and stirring a life. Two hours later the officer 
entered the room, and said that General Lacy had returned 
and would see him. The general was alone when he was shown 
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into his room, and his face evinced a momentary surprise when 
his eyes fell on Fergus. Promotion was not very rapid in the 
Prussian army, and he had expected to see a man of between 
thirty and forty. The sight of this young officer with the 
rank and insignia of major, and wearing on his breast the 
Prussian order, surprised him. 

‘“‘T am sorry indeed for your loss, Major Drummond,” he said 
in English—“ sorry for my own too; though it may well be 
that in any case Keith and I should never have met again. 
But we were comrades once, and lke everyone else I loved 
him. What relation was he to you?” 

‘He was my mother’s first cousin, general; but they were 
always dear friends, and have for years written regularly to 
each other, and it was settled that I should come out to him 
as soon as I was old enough. “Tis upwards of two years since 
I did so, and he has been more like a father than a cousin to 
me during that time.” 

“You have gone up the tree fast,” General Lacy said. 

“Very fast, sir; but I owe it to good fortune and not to his 
influence. JI was in each case promoted by the king himself.” 

“A good judge of men, and not accustomed to give promo- 
tion easily. Will you tell me how it happened 2” 

‘There is not much to tell, sir. On the first occasion I freed 
Count Eulenfurst of some rascals who were maltreating him 
and his family.” , 

“T remember the circumstance,’ Lacy said warmly. “I 
heard it from a Saxon officer who joined us at the end of the 
first campaign, after the Saxon army was disbanded and the 
officers were allowed to go free. He was at Dresden for a 
time and heard the story. It was a gallant business, I think 
you killed six of them. And what was the next occasion ?” 

“The next followed very quickly, general, and was given 
for carrying an order to the Prussian horse, which enabled them 
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to get back to our lines before the Austrian cavalry fell upon 
them.” 

“Twas there,” Lacy said. ‘So you were the officer who 
charged through a squadron of our cavalry accompanied by a 
single orderly! You certainly won your promotion fairly there. 
And where did you get your last step ?” 

‘“ At Zorndorf, where in the melée, when the Russians broke 
our ranks, I was fortunate enough to intercept three Russian 
dragoons who were making for the king, who was hemmed in 
among the infantry he was trying to rally.” 

“A good reason again for promotion. Well, if you go on, 
you are likely to rise as high as your cousin. But it is a poor 
life. As I looked down upon Keith’s face to-day, I thought 
how empty is any honour that adventurers like ourselves can 
gain. I myself have risen too; but what does it bring? Re- 
sponsibility, toil, the consciousness that a solitary mistake 
may bring you into disgrace, and that in any case the end 
may be lke this, death on a battle- field, fighting in a quarrel 
in which you have no concern, and of which you may dis- 
approve, a grave soon forgotten, a name scarce known to one’s 
countrymen. It is not worth it.” The general spoke in a 
tone of deep feeling. 

“T have made up my mind not to continue in the service 
after the war is over,’ Fergus said after a short pause, “al- 
though the king has personally been very kind to me, and when 
the marshal remained in Bohemia he took me on his own staff.” 

“That is right, and as you are young a few years’ further 
service will do you no harm. It will indeed do you good, 
that is, if you pass through it unharmed. A man who has 
fought under Frederick and gained no small honour in a service 
where brave men are common, will be respected when he 
returns to his home, no matter how small his patrimony may 
be, and you will be in all respects an abler man for these few 
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years of fierce struggle and adventure. And now, Major 
Drummond, I must say good-bye for the present, as I have to 
ride over to the marshal, and may not return until late this 
evening. <A meal will be served to you shortly in your room, 
and if your night has been as short as mine has, you will be 
ready to turn in early. The funeral will take place to-morrow 
morning.” 

The next morning Lacy and Fergus Drummond walked 
side by side as chief mourners after the gun-carriage on which 
the remains of Marshal Keith were carried to Hochkirch 
church. There was a large military cortege, martial music, 
and infantry with reversed arms. The many wounded had 
been carried from the church, and some attempt made to clear 
away the signs of the strife that had, twenty-four hours before, 
raged around it. There Keith was buried; twelve cannon three 
times pealed out a parting salute, three times the muskets of 
the regiment of Colleredo fired their volleys. Four months 
later, by the king’s orders, the body was conveyed to Berlin, 
and buried in the garrison church with full military pomp and 
honour. Twenty years afterwards, when Frederick erected 
four statues to the most deserving of his generals, Keith had 
his place with Schwerin, Winterfeld, and Seidlitz. 

“And now,” Lacy said, when they returned from the 
funeral to his quarters, ‘““I must send you on after the others. 
I am sorry to do so, but I have no choice. Still, I will write 
to friends at Vienna and get them to have you included in the 
first batch of exchanges.” 

An officer was told off to accompany Fergus, and a horse was 
found for him. On the second evening after starting he re- 
joined the convoy of prisoners, where a message delivered from 
General Lacy to the officer in charge caused many small in- 
dulgences to be granted to him on the way south. Day after 
day the convoy pursued its way by short marches, for several 
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of the officers were too severely wounded to travel far. Several 
of these were left at Prague. Here the greater portion of the 
others were taken on by the southern road through Budweis, 
the rest turning south-east towards Moravia. On the evening 
before they separated, the commander of the convoy said to 
Fergus: 

‘Have you any wish to choose as to which of the fortresses 
you would be sent to? I can put your name down with 
either party. Some will go to Iglau in Moravia, the rest to 
the forts round Linz.” 

“T think I would rather go to Linz, colonel, as you are good 
enough to give me the choice.” 

Accordingly, the next morning Fergus with twenty officers 
continued his way south. The majority proceeded to Iglau, 
to be distributed among the various fortresses of Moravia. 
Fergus was much pleased that he had not been sent with that 
party, for had he by chance been taken to his former place of 
imprisonment he would certainly have been recognized, and the 
strictest precautions taken against his repeating the attempt. 

On their arrival at Linz the prisoners were formally handed 
over to the charge of the governor, and distributed among the 
various outlying forts round the city. Ten others were told 
off to the same prison as Fergus. 

The fort was the one nearest to the river, on the west side 
of the city, and stood but a hundred yards from the bank, its 
guns bejng intended to prevent any passage of the Danube, 
as well as to guard the city against a land attack from that 
side. It was a strong place, but as it was situated in a flat 
country it presented no natural obstacle to an escape. It was 
surrounded by a broad moat, fed by a cut from the river. On 
the other side of the moat were two small redoubts facing west. 
The fort contained ample barracks for the garrison of three 


hundred men who occupied it, with bomb-proofs in which they 
(M 393 ) Q 
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could take refuge in the event of a siege. Beyond the moat 
a glacis sloped down to another ditch. The cannon were 
placed in casemates; some of them had been withdrawn, the 
casemates fitted with massive shutters, and converted into 
prisons for the use of officers. Two captains were lodged in 
the same casemate with Fergus. No light came from without, 
but there was a low semicircular window over the door; this 
was very strongly barred, but admitted sufficient light in the 
daytime. 

“Not such bad quarters,” Fergus said as he looked round. 
‘When the cold weather comes we shall only have to stuff 
straw through those bars, leaving one square open for light, 
and manage to hang a thick curtain across it at night. I 
suppose they will give us a brazier of charcoal when it gets a 
little colder, though, indeed, it is cold enough now.” 

‘At any rate, we shall have a rest, major, and that will be 
a treat after our long marches during the last campaign. I 
should think that we can sleep the best part of the winter 
away.” 

“They fasten the shutters pretty securely,” Fergus went on. 
‘They are three inches of solid oak, and you see these bars are 
all riveted at each end. I suppose they think that they would 
have plenty of time to cut the rivet heads off before any army 
could approach.” 

In a short time the officer in command of the force came 
round. He was very civil and courteous, and said that he had 
already ordered a stove to be sent in, and that they should 
have some straw laid over the floor. 

“Vou will be permitted to take exercise when you like upon 
the rampart overhead,” he said; ‘any reasonable request you 
make shall be attended to. I regret that the misfortune of war 
should have placed you in my keeping, for we Austrians can 
appreciate bravery, and we cannot but admit that no braver men 
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are to be found than those in the King of Prussia’s army. As to 
your rations, they must be plain. A certain sum is allowed by 
government for the cost of each prisoner. I make it go as far 
as I can, but I often wish that the sum were larger. I may say 
that you are permitted to order any additions to your food 
from without upon payment, but I need hardly add that the 
orders must pass through the hands of the officer in charge of 
you, and that everything brought in is rigidly inspected.” 

“Have there been any exchanges of prisoners of late?” one 
of Fergus’s companions asked. 

‘No; itis a compliment to you, gentlemen, for our government 
apparently places a higher value on you than on us, and is very 
chary of swelling Frederick’s armies by the release of prisoners. 
Somehow your king seems to make double use of his soldiers. He 
fights a battle here, then rushes away to meet another enemy 
two or three hundred miles off, while when we get an advan- 
tage we seem so Satisfied with ourselves that we sit still until 
we have let its advantages slip from our hands.” 

‘““May I ask if by the last news Marshal Daun is still near 
Hochkirch?” 

‘He was so, as far as the yesterday’s courier brought news. 
At first we thought that he had won a tremendous victory and 
had eaten up Frederick’s army, but the later news is that the 
king marched safely away, and so far from being demolished he 
is now perfectly master of his movements, and ready no doubt 
for another tussle if we should advance. However, I should 
imagine that the snow will soon put a stop to active opera- 
tions.” Then, bowing courteously, he left them, to pay a visit 
to the prisoners in the next casemate. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 


BREAKING PRISON. 


E seems to be a pleasant fellow,” Fergus said, “and dis- 

posed to do his best to make us comfortable, so if we 

don’t see any chance of getting away we shall be able to get 
through the winter very fairly.” 

“You don’t think there is any chance of escape, surely, major ?” 

“Pray, drop the major, Captain Stauffen, and let us call 
each other by our names while we are here. The discipline of 
the Prussian army is admirable, and must as a rule be most 
stringently maintained by all sorts of forms and observances, 
but here by our three selves, confined in this casemate for no 
one can say how long, it is ridiculous that we should be always 
stiff and ceremonious. You are both some years older than I 
am. I have had the good fortune to have better opportunities 
than you have had, and have been promoted accordingly, but 
while here let us try and forget all about that and make things 
as pleasant all round as possible.” 

The two officers agreed, but not without grave doubts; for to 
them it was quite a serious matter to relax, even in a prison, 
the stringent rules that guided the relation of officers to each 
other in the Prussian army. 

“Tt is a strong place,” Fergus went on, ‘but I don’t know 
that it is as difficult to break out of as the last place I was in.” 

‘Have you been a prisoner before?” the two officers asked 
together, for both belonged to a regiment that was not with 
Frederick at Lobositz, and had indeed only recently come down 
from Berlin. 

“Ves; I was taken at Lobositz and marched to Spielberg, and 
managed to get away from there. It is a long story, and will 
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do to pass away the evening when we have got the fire and can 
sit comfortably and talk round it. My cell there was so high 
in the castle that, with the wall and the rock below, there was a 
fall of a hundred and fifty feet at least, so that the difficulties of 
escape were a good deal greater than they are here—or perhaps 
I should say seemed to be a good deal greater, for I don’t 
know that they were. ‘There is the tramp of a sentry outside. 
I suppose he walks up and down the whole length of the six 
casemates. I counted them as we came in. We are at one 
end, which, of course, 1s an advantage.” 

“Why so?” one of the others asked with a puzzled expres- 
sion of face. 

‘Well, you see, the sentry only passes us once to every twice 
he passes the casemate in the middle, and has his back to us 
twice as long at a time.” 

‘“T should not have thought of that,” Stauffen said. ‘ Yes, 
I can see that if we were escaping through this door, which 
seems to me impossible, that it would be an advantage ;” and he 
glanced at his companion, as if to say that there was more in 
this fortunate young officer than they had thought. Among 
the officers who had served throughout with Frederick, the 
manner in which Fergus had gained his promotion was well 
known. His rescue of Count Eulenfurst and his family was the 
general subject of talk at Dresden, and even putting aside the 
gallantry of the action, it was considered that the army in 
general were indebted to him for having saved them from the 
disgrace that would have attached to them had this murderous 
outrage been carried out successfully. 

The manner in which he had saved half the Prussian cavalry 
from destruction, by his charge through the Austrian squadron, 
had similarly been talked over in every regiment engaged at 
Lobositz; those who had been at Zorndorf were cognizant of 
the fact that he had gained his majority by saving the king’s 
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life, as this had been mentioned in the general orders of the 
day. The regiment, however, to which the two officers be- 
longed had come down from Berlin but six months before, and 
had formed a part of the command of Prince Maurice until 
Frederick had returned from Zorndorf, and had, with a portion 
of the force of Prince Maurice, marched out to compel Daun 
to abandon his impregnable position at Stolpen. 

They had not particularly observed Fergus on their journey 
south; and when, during the last two or three days of the march, 
they had noticed him, they had regarded him as some fortunate 
young fellow who had, by royal favour, received extraordinary 
promotion, and had been pushed up over the heads of older 
men simply from favouritism. Thus their manner towards him 
had been even more stiff and ceremonious than usual. 

“Do you think, then,” Stauffen said, ‘that there is any 
chance of our making our escape?” 

“Oh, I have not had time to think about it yet!” Fergus 
laughed. “There is generally a way, if one can but find it out; 
but I have no doubt that it will take a good deal of thinking 
before we hit upon it, and if it does nothing else for us it 
will be an amusement through the long evenings to have to 
puzzle it out. There is no hurry, for it is not likely that there 
will be any more fighting before the army goes into winter 
quarters, and so that we are there when the campaign opens 
in the spring it will be soon enough.” 

The door opened now. ‘Two soldiers brought in a stove; it 
was placed nearly in the centre of the room, the flue went up 
to the top of the arch and then turned at right angles, and 
passed out of the casemate through a hole just over the 
window. After lighting the stove they brought in two bundles 
of rushes and spread them over the floor, and then carried in a 
tray with dinner and placed it on the little table. There were 
three stools standing by the side of the three barrack beds, 
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each placed in a corner of the room; these they carried to 
the table. The others waited to see upon which side Fergus 
placed his. He put it down on one side. 

“Excuse me, major,” Stauffen said, changing it, putting him 
facing the fire, and placing his own on one side, while his com- 
panion was opposite to him; then they stood stiffly waiting 
until Fergus with a shrug of his shoulders took his place. The 
dinner consisted of a thin soup followed by the meat of which 
it had been made, stewed up and served with a good gravy and 
two sorts of vegetables; the bread was white and good; a bottle 
of rough country wine was placed by the side of each. 

‘The commandant feeds us better here than I was fed at 
Spielberg,” Fergus said cheerfully. ‘If I got broth there I did 
not get meat, if I had meat I had no broth, and they only gave 
me half a bottle of wine. The commandant evidently does 
as he says, and makes the money he gets for our keep go far. 
Let us drink his health and a better employment to him, he 
evidently feels being kept here instead of being with the army 
in the field; in fact he is just as much a prisoner as we are, 
without even the satisfaction of being able to talk over plans 
for escape. Ah! I see he has sent a box of cigars, too; I 
finished my last as we rode here to-day, and was wondering 
when I should be able to get some more in, also tobacco for 
my pipe. I hope you both smoke.” 

Stauffen and his companion, whose name was Ritzer, both 
did so. “Iam glad of that,” Fergus said. “I think it is very 
cheery and sociable when everyone smokes, but certainly when 
only two out of three do, it looks somehow as if the one who 
does not is left out in the cold. I never smoked until I came 
out here two years and a half ago, but there is no doubt that 
at the end of a day’s hard work, or when you have got to do 
a long ride in the dark, it is very comforting.” 

His efforts to keep the conversation going were not very 
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successful. ‘The two officers were evidently determined to 
maintain the distinction of rank, and, saying to himself that 
they would probably soon get tired of it, he ceased to attempt 
to break down the barrier they insisted upon keeping up. 
After dinner was over they lighted their cigars, and then went 
out and mounted the steps from the yard to the ramparts. 
They were soon joined by the officers from the other case- 
mates, and separating into groups strolled up and down, making 
remarks on the country round and the town behind them. 
Fergus had at once left his fellow-prisoners and joined two or 
three others with whom he had been previously acquainted, 
one being a captain of the 3rd Royal Dragoons. 

“You are with Stauffen and Ritzer, are you not, major?” 
the latter said. ‘I have a brother in the same regiment, and 
so know them. How do you get on with them?” 

“At present they are rather stiff and distant, and insist 
upon treating meas the senior officer, which is absurd when 
we are prisoners, and they are both some fifteen years older 
thanIam. I detest that sort of thing. Of course in a great 
garrison town like Berlin or Dresden the strict rules of disci- 
pline must be observed. I think they are carried altogether 
too far, but as it is the custom of the service there is nothing 
to be said about it; but here, as we are all fellows in misfor- 
tune, 16 seems to me simply ridiculous.” 

‘Tt becomes a second nature after a time,” the officer said. 
“The two with me are both lieutenants, and I should feel a 
little surprised if they did not pay me the usual respect.” 

‘Yes, but then you are the older man, and would naturally 
take the lead in any case. To me, I can assure you, it is most 
disagreeable to have men much older than myself insisting 
upon treating me as their superior officer, especially as, their 
regiment having only recently joined us, I suppose they set 
me down as some young favourite or other, who has got his 
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promotion over the heads of deserving officers, because he is 
related to someone in power.” 

“They ought to know that there is not much promotion to 
be gained in that way in our army, major. The king is the 
last man who would promote anyone for that cause. Why, 
Schwerin’s son has served for four years and is still a cornet 
in our regiment! No doubt the king would be glad to pro- 
mote him if he specially distinguished himself, but as he has 
had no opportunity of doing so, he will probably work his 
way up in the regiment as everyone else does.” 

Two or three more officers came up and joined the party, 
and presently Captain Ronsfeldt strolled away and joined 
another group. It was not long before he engaged Stauffen 
and Ritzer in conversation. 

“You have Major Drummond in with you, have you 
not?” 

“Yes,” Stauffen said shortly; ‘who is the young fellow, do 
you know him?” 

‘Yes, he first joined our regiment as junior cornet; it was 
less than two years and a half ago. I was senior lieutenant at 
the time, and now I am pretty well up on the list of captains, 
thanks to the work we have done and the vacancies that death 
has made.” 

‘And that boy has gone over your head, and is now walk- 
ing about as a major with the order on his breast; it is enough 
to make one sick of soldiering. Who is he related to?” 

‘He is related to Marshal Keith,” Ronsfeldt said quietly. 

‘Ah! that explains it.” 

“JT don’t think you quite understand the case, Stauffen. 
Certainly you don’t, if you think that there has been any 
favouritism. JI don’t think anyone ever heard of Frederick 
promoting a man out of his turn save for merit, and I suppose 
there is no one in the army who has won his rank more worthily, 
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and who is more generally recognized as deserving it. I have 
never heard a single word raised against the honours he has 
received. When he rides through the camp men nudge each 
other and say, ‘That young fellow in staff uniform is Major 
Drummond ;’ and there is not a soldier but tries to put a little 
extra respect into his salute.” 

‘Are you joking, Ronsfeldt?” Ritzer asked in astonish- 
ment. 

“I was never less so, Ritzer;” and he then gave them an 
account of the manner in which Fergus had obtained his pro- 
motion. 

Lhe two officers were silent when Ronsfeldt concluded. 

‘““We have made fools of ourselves,” Stauffen said at last, 
‘‘and we must apologize, Ritzer.” 

“Certainly we must,” the other agreed heartily. “It 
seemed to us that his trying to make us put aside the respect 
due to his rank was a sort of affectation, and really impressed 
it more disagreeably upon us. We took him for an upstart 
favourite, though we might have known, had we thought of it, 
that the king never promotes unduly. Who could possibly 
have believed that a young fellow, not yet twenty, I should 
say, could have so distinguished himself? It will be a lesson 
to us both not to judge by appearances.” 

The day was cold and cheerless, and after an hour spent on 
the rampart most of the party were glad to return to the 
casemates. Fergus was one of the last to go back. To his 
disgust the two officers rose and saluted formally as he came in. 

“We wish,” Captain Stauffen said, ‘‘to express to you our 
deep regret at the unworthy way in which we received your 
request this morning to lay aside the distinction of rank while 
we are prisoners here. We were both under an error. Our 
regiments having only joined from Berlin a short time before 
the king marched with us to Hochkirch, we were altogether 
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ignorant of the manner in which you had gained your rank, 
and had thought that it was the result of favouritism. We now 
know your highly distinguished services, and how worthily 
you have gained each step, and we both sincerely hope that 
you will overlook our boorish conduct, and will endeavour to 
forget the manner in which we received your kindly advances.” 

“Say no more about it, gentlemen,” Fergus replied heartily. 
“T have had luck, and availed myself of it, as assuredly you 
would have done had the same opportunities occurred to you. 
I can quite understand that it seemed to you monstrous that 
at my age I should be your senior officer; I feel it myself. 
J am often inclined to regret that I should thus have been 
unduly pushed up. However, let us say no more about it. I 
do hope that we shall be as three good comrades together, and 
that, within this casemate at any rate, there will be no question 
whatever of rank, and that you will call me Drummond, as I 
shall call you both by your names. Now let us shake hands 
over the bargain. Let us draw our stools round the stove and 
have a comfortable talk. 

“T have been speaking to Major Lieberkuhn about ordering 
things. He tells me that the commandant says that one list 
must be made. On this the orders of each of the casemates 
must be put down separately. A sergeant will go out every 
day with it. Money must be given to him to cover the full 
extent of the orders. He will return the change each day 
when he hands in the articles required. I have ordered some 
tobacco, some better cigars than these, and three bottles of 
good Hungarian wine. The sergeant is going in half an hour, 
so we shall be able to enjoy our chat this evening. I always 
take the precaution of carrying twenty golden Fredericks sewn 
up in the lining of my tunic. It comes in very useful in case 
of an emergency of this kind.” 

“J am afraid that neither of us has imitated your fore- 
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thought,” Ritzer said with a laugh. “I have only my last 
month’s pay in my pocket, and Stauffen is no better off.” 

‘Ah, well! with thirty pounds among us we shall do very 
well,” Fergus said. ‘‘We must be careful, because if we do 
make our escape we shall want money to get disguises.” 

“You are not really in earnest, Drummond,” Stauffen said, 
“in what you say about escaping ?” 

“Tam quite in earnest about getting away if I see a chance, 
though I admit that at present the matter seems a little diffi- 
cult.” 

“Perhaps if you will tell us about your escape from Spiel- 
berg we shall be able to get a hint from it.” 

They now drew up their seats round the stove, and Fergus 
told them in detail the manner of his escape, omitting only the 
name of the noblemen at Vienna who had assisted him. 

“It was excellently done,” Ritzer said warmly. ‘ Your 
making off in that Austrian uniform at the only moment when 
such a thing could be done, was certainly a masterly stroke.” 

“So was the taking of the post-horses,” Stauffen agreed, 
“and your getting a disguise from the postmaster. I should 
like to have seen the Austrian’s look of surprise when he got 
his uniform back again. Iam afraid that your adventures do 
not afford us any hint for getting away from here. Even you 
will admit that three Austrian uniforms could not be secured, 
and the tale by which you procured the post-horses would hardly 
hold good in the case of three.” 

“No, if we get away at all it must be done in an entirely 
different manner. ‘The place is not so difficult to get out of as 
Spielberg was, for with patience we could certainly manage to 
cut off the rivet heads of the bars. But I don’t see at present 
how we could cross this wide moat with a sentry pacing up 
and down thirty feet above us, nor climb up the brick wall on 
the other side without making a noise. That done, of course 
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we could, on a dark night, cross the glacis and swim the outer 
moat. All that accomplished, the question of disguises will 
come in. Just at present it is not very easy to see how that 
is to be managed. Can you swim?” 

Both officers replied in the affirmative. 

“Well, that is something gained. As‘to the rest, we need 
not bother about it at present; we are not uncomfortable where 
we are, and if we get back in time for the next campaign that 
is all that really matters.” 

The others laughed at the confident tone in which he spoke, 
but after hearing the details of the prior attempt it seemed to 
them that their companion was capable of accomplishing what 
almost seemed to be impossibilities. They had, they knew, 
very slight chance of being exchanged so long as the war lasted. 
A few general officers, or others whose families possessed great 
influence, were occasionally exchanged, but it was evidently 
the policy of Austria to retain all prisoners. In the first place 
she desired to reduce Frederick’s fighting force, and in the 
second, the number of Austrians taken had been very much 
larger than that of the Prussians captured, and the support of 
some fifteen or twenty thousand prisoners of war added to the 
drain on Frederick’s resources. 

Three campaigns had passed without materially altering the 
position of the combatants, and as many more might elapse 
before the war came to an end. Indecd, there was no saying 
how long it might last, and the prospect was so unpleasant that 
the two officers were inclined to runa very considerable risk in 
attempting to obtain freedom. A week later the snow began 
to fall heavily and the moat froze. 

‘There is no getting across. that without being seen even on 
the darkest night,” Fergus said as he walked up and down the 
rampart with his two companions, “unless the sentry was 
sound asleep; and in such weather as this that is the last thing 
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likely to happen. Unless something altogether unexpected 
occurs, we shall have to postpone action till spring comes. 
Now that we have bought some books we can pass the time 
away comfortably. It was a happy thought of Major Lieber- 
kuhn that each of us should buy one book, so that altogether 
we have got some forty between us, which, taking our reading 
quietly, will last us for a couple of months. They mayn’t be 
all equally interesting, but as the sergeant bought them second- 
hand at about half a franc a volume, we can lay in another 
stock without hurting ourselves, whenever we choose.” 

A few days later they bought several sets of draughts, chess- 
men, and dominoes, and a dozen packs of cards. This had 
been arranged at a general meeting held in the major’s case- 
mate. Strict rules had been laid down that there should be 
no playing for money. Several of the prisoners had had only 
a few marks in their pockets when captured. They agreed to 
meet at three o’clock in two of the casemates by turn, as one 
would not hold the whole number. This made a great break 
in theirday. It would have been better if the meeting had been 
held in the evening; but the regulation, that during the winter 
months they were locked up at five, prevented this being adopted. 
So the cold weather passed not altogether unpleasantly. 

The strict rule, that every case in which the slightest dif- 
ference of opinion arose should at once be submitted to the 
adjudication of Major Lieberkuhn and the senior officer of the 
casemate in which it occurred, effectually prevented all disputes 
and quarrels over the cards and other games, and their good 
fellowship remained therefore unbroken. In March the sun 
gained power, the snow and ice began to melt, and Fergus 
again began to think how an escape could be effected. 

“T can think of only one plan,” he said to his two companions 
one evening. ‘It is clear that it is altogether hopeless to think 
of getting out by the door, but, as we agreed, it would be 
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possible to chip off the heads of the rivets, unbar the shutters, 
and let ourselves down into the moat. If we were to make 
our way along at the foot of the wall, the chance of our being 
seen by the sentry above would be very slight, for of course 
we should choose a night when the wind was blowing hard and 
the water ruffled; in that case any splash we might make 
would not be heard. Swimming along to the corner of this face 
of the fort we would turn and keep along until we reached the 
spot where the cut runs to the river. Crossing the moat to 
that would be the most dangerous part of the business, and we 
ought, if possible, to dive across. There is a low wall there 
and a cheval-de-frise on the top of it. We should have to get 
out by the side of that, and then either swim along the cut or 
crawl along the edge of it till we get to the river. Then we 
must crawl along under the shelter of its banks towards the 
town till we get to a boat hauled up, or swim to one moored 
a little way out in the stream; then we must row up the river 
for some distance and land.” 

“That all seems possible enough, Drummond,” Captain 
Ritzer said; “but what about our uniforms?” 

‘“We must leave them behind and swim in our underclothes. 
I should say we should take a couple of suits with us. We 
could make them up into bundles and carry them on our heads 
while we swim. Of course if we take them we shall not be 
able to dive, but must swim across the moat to the cut and 
trust to the darkness for the sentries not seeing us. Then, 
once on board a boat, we could take off our wet things and 
put the dry ones on.” 

“But we can hardly wander about the country in shirts and 
drawers, Drummond,” Stauffen suggested. 

“Certainly not. My idea is that as soon as we are a mile or 
two away we should either board some boat where we sce a 
light and overpower the boatmen and take their clothes, if they 
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will not sell them to us, or else land at some quiet house and 
rig ourselves out. There should be no great difficulty about 
that. Once rigged out we must make south, for as soon as 
our escape is found out the next morning cavalry will scour 
the country in every direction on this side of the river and 
give notice of our escape at every town and village. After 
lying up quiet for a time we must journey at least fifty miles 
west. We might make for Munich if we like; or strike the 
Isar at Landshut, and then work up through Ratisbon, and 
then through the Fichtel Mountains to Bayreuth, and so into 
Saxony ; or from Landshut we can cross the Bohmerwald Moun- 
tains into Bohemia; or, 1f we like, from Munich we can keep 
west into Wurtemberg, up through Hesse-Darmstadt and 
Cassel into Hanover; or, lastly, we can go on to Mannheim 
and down the Rhine, and then come round by sea to Ham- 
burg.” 

The others laughed. ‘It looks a tremendous business any- 
how, Drummond, and I should never think of attempting it 
by myself,” Ritzer said; ‘“‘ but 1f you assure me that you think 
it will be possible I am ready to try it.” 

‘“T think that there is every chance of success, Ritzer. I 
really do not see why it should fail. Of course there is risk 
in it, but once fairly on the other side of the moat and on the 
river bank it seems comparatively safe. We can see that 
there are always a lot of boats moored in the stream this side 
of the bridge, and by taking a small boat we might put off 
to one of them and get our change of clothes, at once bind and 
gag the crew—there are not likely to be above two or three 
of them—give them a piece of gold to pay for the clothes, and 
then row straight up the river and land a mile or two away; 
that would make it plain sailing. 

“Of course we should push the boat off when we landed, 
and it would float down past the town before daylight. The 
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chances are that the boatmen, finding that they are no losers 
by the affair, would make no complaint to the authorities; but 
even if they did, we should be far beyond their reach by that 
time. All we have got to dois to choose a really dark night 
with wind and rain. The first job to be done is to get the 
heads off these rivets. I have examined them carefully. They 
are roughly done, and I don’t fancy that the iron is very hard, 
and our knives will, I think, make a comparatively short job 
of it.” 

‘We could not work at might,” Ritzer said. ‘“ The sentry 
in front would hear the noise.” 

‘“T think of sawing the heads off,” Fergus said. ‘‘ With the 
help of a little oil, I fancy the steel will cut through the iron. 
Yesterday I tapped the edge of my knife against the edge of 
the stone parapet—it is good steel, but very brittl—and I 
managed to make a pretty fair saw of it. To-morrow I will do 
yours, if you like.” 

All carried clasp-knives, for cutting their food with when 
serving in the field. They had oil which they had bought for 
dressing salads with, and Fergus at once attacked one of the 
rivets. 

“Tt cuts,” he said, after three or four minutes’ work. “Of 
course it will be a long job, but we ought to do it in a week. 
There are three bars, and if we cut the rivets at one end of 
each I have no doubt we shall be able to turn the bars on the 
rivets at the other end.” 

They relieved each other at short intervals and worked the 
greater part of the night. At the end of that time the head 
of one of the rivets was cut almost through. 

“We will leave it as it is now,” Fergus said; ‘a quarter 
of an hour’s work will take it off. As it is, no one would notice 
what has been done unless he inspected it closely.” 


Greatly encouraged by this success, the others now entered 
(1 393 ) R 
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warmly into his plans. Using his knife instead of a stone, he 
was able the next day to convert their knives into much better 
saws than his own had been, and the other two rivets were cut 
in a much shorter time than the first. They waited another 
week and then the wind began to rise, and by evening half a gale 
was blowing and the rain falling heavily. ‘There was no moon, 
and the night would be admirably suited for their purpose. 
Their supper was brought in at six o’clock. Knowing that 
they would not be visited again until the morning they at once 
began work. 

As soon as they had finished cutting one rivet they tried the 
bar, and their united strength was quite sufficient to bend it 
far enough to allow it being withdrawn from the rivet; then, 
throwing their weight upon it, it turned upon the bolt at the 
other end until it hung perpendicularly. In another half-hour 
the other two bars were similarly removed, and the heavy 
shutters opened. They were closed again until their prepara- 
tions were complete. First they ate their supper, then sat 
and talked until nine; then they knotted their sheets together, 
and tied the underclothes into bundles. 

“The Austrian government will be no losers,” Fergus laughed. 
“They will get three Prussian uniforms instead of six suits of 
prison underclothing. Now, shall I go first, or will one of you?” 

“We will go according to rank,” Ritzer laughed. 

“Very well. Now mind, gentlemen, whatever you do, take 
the water quictly. I will wait until you are both down, then 
we will follow each other closely, so that we can help one 
another if necessary. I can hardly see the water from here, 
and the sentry being twice as far off from it as we are, will see 
it less; besides, I think it likely that they will be standing in 
their sentry-boxes in such a rain as this, and I feel confident 
that we shall get across without being seen. The river is high, 
and the opposite wall of the moat is only a foot above the 


BREAKING PRISON. 259 


water, so we shall have no difficulty in getting out on the 
other side. I have the money sewn in a small bag round my 
neck. We may as well take our knives with us, they will help 
us to tackle the boatmen. I think that is everything. Now we 
will be off.” 

Fastening the sheet firmly to one of the bars, he swung him- 
self out, slid down the rope quietly and noiselessly, and entered 
the water, which was so cold that it almost took his breath 
away. He swam a stroke or two along the wall, and waited 
until joined by both his comrades. Their casemate being the 
end one, they had but some ten or twelve yards to swim to the 
angle of the wall. Another fifty took them to a point facing 
the cut. Fergus had paced it on the rampart above, and calcu- 
lated that each stroke would take them a yard. It was too 
dark to see more than the dim line of the wall on the other 
side. He waited until the others joined him. 

‘Are you all right?” he asked in a low voice. 

“Yes, but this cold is frightful.” 

‘We shall soon be out of it,” he said. “ Wait till I have 
gone a few yards, and then follow one after the other.” 

The surface of the moat was so ruffled by the wind that 
Fergus had little fear of being seen, even if the sentry above 
was out and watching, but he felt sure that he would be in his 
sentry-box, and so swam boldly across. He at once climbed 
on to the lower wall and helped his two companions out. 
They were completely numbed by the cold. 

“Come along,” he said, “ we are on the lower side of the cut. 
Craw] for a short distance, then we can get up and run, which 
will be the best thing for us.” In three minutes they were up 
on the river bank. 

‘Now we can change our clothes,” he said. ‘The others 
will soon get wet through, but they won’t be as cold as these 
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The things were soon stripped off. Each gave himself a rub 
with one of the dry shirts, and they were soon dressed in the 
double suits and stockings. 

“That is better,” Fergus said cheerfully. -‘‘ Now for a run 
along the towing-path.” 

A quarter of a mile’s run, and circulation was restored, and 
all felt comparatively comfortable. They had, at the sugges- 
tion of Fergus, wrung out the things they had taken off and 
thrown them over their shoulders, so as to afford some protec- 
tion against the rain. They now dropped into a slower pace, 
and after going for a mile they neared the spot where the craft 
were lying moored in the river. Several small boats were drawn 
up on the shore. One of these they launched, put out the oars, 
and rowed quietly to a large barge, fifty yards from the bank, 
on which a hght was burning. Taking pains to prevent the 
boat striking her side, they stepped on board, fastened the 
head-rope, and proceeded aft. A light was burning in the 
cabin, and looking through a little round window in the door, 
they saw three boatmen sitting there smoking and playing 
cards. They opened their knives, slid back the door, and 
stepped in. 


CHAPTER XY. 


ESCAPED. 


S° astonishing was the spectacle of three hghtly-clad men 

appearing suddenly on board a craft moored out on the 
river that the three boatmen sat immovable, in the attitudes 
in which they had been sitting at the entry of these strange 
visitors, without uttering a word. Superstitious by nature, 
they doubted whether there was not something supernatural 
in the appearance of the three strangers. 
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“Tf you cry out or make the slightest sound,” Fergus said, 
showing his knife, “you are all dead men. If you sit quiet 
and do as we order you, no harm will come to you. We want 
clothes; if you have spare ones you can hand them to us, 
if not, we must take those you have on. We are not robbers, 
and don’t want to steal them. If you will fix a fair price on 
the things we will pay for them. But you must in any case 
submit to be bound and gagged till morning, when, on going 
on deck, you will find no difficulty in attracting the attention 
of some of your comrades, who will at once release you. Keep 
your hands on the table while my friends take away your 
knives. If one of you moves a hand he is as good as a dead 
man.” 

His companions removed the knives from the belts of the 
two men sitting outside, and then Fergus said to the third man: 

‘Now, hand over your knife. That will do. Now, which of 
you is the captain?” 

“Tam,” the man sitting farthest from the door said. 

“Very well. Now, have you spare clothes on board?” 

‘Yes, my lord,” he replied in a tone that showed that he 
had not yet recovered from his first stupefaction, ““we have 
our Sunday suits.” 

“We don’t want them,” Fergus said. ‘“ We want the three 
suits that you have on. What do you value them at?” 

“Anything you like, my lord.” 

“No; L want to know how much they cost when new.” 

The man asked his two comrades, and then mentioned the 
total. 

“Very well, we will give you that, then you will have no 
reason for grumbling, for you will get three new suits for 
three old ones. Now do you”—and he touched the man 
nearost to him—‘ take off your coat, waistcoat, breeches, neck 
handleerchief, and beots, and then get into that bunk,” 
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The man did as he was ordered, as did the other two in 
succession. As they did so Captain Ritzer had gone up on 
deck, and returned with a coil of thin rope that he had cut off. 
With this they tied the men securely. 

‘There is no occasion to gag them, I think,” Fergus said. 
“They might shout as loud as they liked and with this wind 
blowing no one would hear them, or if anyone did hear them 
he would take it for the shouting of a drunken man. Now, 
look here, my men, here is the money to buy the new clothes. 
We have not ill-treated you in any way, have we?” 

‘No, sir, we are quite satisfied.” 

“Now, I should advise you in the morning to manage to 
untie each other. We shall fasten the door up as we go out, 
but you will have no difficulty in bursting that open when you 
are once untied. Now I ask you, as you are satisfied, to say 
nothing about this affair to anyone; 1t would only make you 
a joke among your comrades, and could do you no good. The 
best thing that you can do when you get free will be to dress 
yourselves in your Sunday clothes, take your boat ashore, and 
buy new things in the place of those we have taken.” 

“That is what we shall do, sir. No one would believe us 
if we told them that three men had come on board and taken 
our old clothes and given us money to buy new ones in their 
place.” 

The three boatmen were all tall and brawny Bavarians, and 
their clothes fitted Fergus and his companions well; fisher- 
men’s hats completed their costume. The little cabin had 
been almost oppressively warm, and they had completely got 
over their chill when they left it, closing the door behind them. 
They took their places in the boat, crossed to the opposite 
shore, which was to some extent sheltered from the wind, and 
rowed some three miles up. Then they landed, pushed the 
boat off into the stream, kept along the bank until they came 
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to a road branching off to the left, and followed it until it 
struck the main road a few hundred yards away, and then 
walked west. There had been but few words spoken since 
they left the barge. It had been hard work rowing against 
wind and stream, the oars were clumsy, and it had needed all 
their efforts to keep the boat’s head straight. Now that they 
were in the main road they were somewhat more sheltered. 

“Well, Drummond, we have accomplished what seemed to 
me, in spite of your confidence, well-nigh impossible. We have 
got out, we have obtained disguises, and we have eight or nine 
hours before our escape can be discovered. I shall believe 
anything you tell me in future,” Ritzer said. 

“Yes,” his companion agreed, ‘I never believed that we 
should succeed, though, as you had set your heart on it, I did 
not like to hang back; but it really did seem to me a wild 
scheme altogether. I thought possibly we might get out of 
the fort, but I believed that your plan of getting disguises 
would break down altogether; the rest seemed comparatively 
easy. ‘he rain has ceased, and the stars are coming out, which 
is a comfort indeed. One was often wet through for days 
together when campaigning, but after five months’ coddling, an 
eight hours’ tramp in a blinding rain would have been very 
unpleasant, especially as we have no change of clothes. Now, 
commanding officer, what is to be our next tale?” 

‘That is simple enough,” Fergus said with a laugh. “We 
have been down with a raft of timber from the mountains and 
are on our way back. That must be our story till we have 
passed Ratisbon. There is but one objection, and that is a 
serious one. As raftsmen we should certainly speak the 
Bavarian dialect, which none of us can do. For that reason I 
think it would be safer to leave the Danube at Passau and 
make down through Munich. We should be at Passau to- 
morrow morning, and can put up at any little place by the 
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river-side. Two days’ walking will take us to Munich. 
Certainly no one would suspect us of being escaped prisoners. 
We can get some other clothes to-morrow morning, and finish 
the rest of our journey as countrymen. The principal thing 
will be to get rid of these high boots. I think in other 
respects there is nothing very distinctive about our dress. It 
will be more difficult to concoct a story, but we must hope 
that we sha’n’t be asked many questions, and I see no reason 
why we should be. We shall look like peasants going from a 
country village to a town, but 1f we could hit upon some story 
to account for our not speaking the dialect it would of course 
be a great advantage.” 

They walked along in silence for some time. Then he went 
on, ‘I should say we might give out that we are three Saxons, 
who, having been forced at Pirna to enter the Prussian army, 
had been taken prisoners at Hochkirch and had been marched 
down with the others to Vienna, and that there, on stating 
who we were and how we had been forced against our will into 
Frederick’s army, we were at once released, and are now on 
our way back to Saxony, and are tramping through Bavaria, 
so as to avoid the risk of being seized and compelled to serve 
either in the Austrian army or the Prussian; and that we are 
working our way, doing a job wherever we can get a day 
or two’s employment, but that at present, having worked for a 
time at Vienna, we are able to go on for a bit without doing so. 
I think with that story we could keep to the plan of going 
up through Ratisbon. It would be immensely shorter, and the 
story would be more probable than that we should make such 
a big detour to get home.” 

“Ves, I should think that would do well,” Ritzer said, ‘and 
will shorten the way by two hundred miles. But after leaving 
Passau I should think that we had better not follow the direct 
read until we get to Ratisbon, 
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‘“T grant that as far as that town we ought to be quite safe, 
for there is no chance of their finding out that we have 
escaped until eight o’clock in the morning, then our colonel 
will have to report the matter to the commandant in the town. 
No doubt he will send off a small party of cavalry by the 
Freyberg road to Budweis, to order the authorities there to 
keep a sharp look-out for three men passing north. But I 
doubt very much whether they will think of sending in this 
direction. The escape of three Prussian officers 1s, after all, 
no very important matter. Still one cannot be too careful, for 
possibly the commandant may send to Munich, Ratisbon, and 
Vienna. 

“Tt is more likely, however, that the search will be made 
principally in and round Linz. They will feel quite sure that 
we cannot possibly have obtained any disguises, and must have 
gone off in our under-garments; and they will reckon that we 
should naturally have hidden up in some outhouse or country 
loft until we could find some opportunity for obtaining clothes. 
Most likely the barge went on this morning before the alarm 
had been given, but even if it didn’t, boatmen would not be 
likely to hear of the escape of three prisoners. No, I think 
beyond Passau we shall be quite safe as far as pursuit goes; 
but it will be best to halt there only long enough to take a 
good meal, and then to go on for a bit and stop at some quiet 
river-side village.” 

“T don’t think I[ shall be able to go very far,” Ritzer said. 
“These boots are a great deal too large for me and are chafing my 
feet hornbly. The road is good and level, and I was thinking 
just now of taking them off and carrying them.” 

“That would be the best way by far,” Fergus said. “I 
should think at Passau we are sure to find a boat going up to 
Ratisbon, and that will settle the difficulty.” 

The distance was some thirty miles, and making one or two 
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halts for a rest they reached Passau just as morning was break- 
ing. Ina short time the little inns by the river opened their 
doors, and the river-side was astir. They went into one of the 
inns and ate a hearty meal, then they went down to the water- 
side and found that there were several country boats going up 
the river. They soon bargained for a passage, and had just 
time to buy a basket of bread, sausage, and cheese, with half a 
dozen bottles of wine, before the boat started. There were no 
other passengers on board, and telling the story they had 
agreed upon they were soon on good terms with the boatmen. 
Including the windings of the river, it was some eighty miles 
to Ratisbon. The boat was towed by two horses and glided 
pleasantly along, taking three days on the passage. They 
bought food at the villages where the craft lay up for the night, 
and arrived at Ratisbon at nine o'clock in the evening. 
There they found no difficulty in obtaining a lodging at a 
small inn, where no questions whatever were asked. 

A short day’s journey took them to Neumarkt, a tramp of 
upwards of twenty miles; it was a longer journey on to 
Bamberg, and two days later, to their satisfaction, they 
entered Coburg. They were now out of Bavaria, and had 
escaped all difficulties as to the dialect far better than they 
had anticipated, never having been asked any questions since 
they left the boat at Ratisbon. They had now only to say 
that they were on their way to join the Confederate army that 
was again being gathered; but they preferred avoiding all 
questions by walking by night and resting at little wayside 
inns during the day. Avoiding all towns, for the troops were 
beginning to move, they crossed the Saxon frontier three 
days after leaving Coburg, and then travelled by easy stages 
to Dresden. 

Here they went straight to the head-quarters of the com- 
mandant of the town and reported themselves to him. Fergus 
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had personal acquaintances on his staff, and had no difficulty 
in obtaining for himself and his companions an advance of a 
portion of the pay due to them, in order that they might 
obtain new outfits. This took a couple of days, and the two 
captains then said good-bye to Fergus, with many warm ac- 
knowledgments for the manner in which he had enabled them 
to regain their freedom—expressions all the more earnest since 
they heard that the Austrians had decided that in future they 
would make no exchanges whatever of prisoners—and started 
to rejoin their regiments. 

Fergus felt strangely lonely when they had left him. The king 
was at Breslau; Keith was lying dead in Hochkirch. What had 
become of Lindsay he knew not, nor did he know to whom he 
ought to report himself, or where Karl might be with his re- 
maining charger and belongings. Hitherto at Dresden he 
had felt at home; now, save for Count Eulenfurst and his 
family, he was a stranger in the place. Naturally, therefore, 
he went out to their chateau. Here he was received with the 
same warmth as usual. 

“Of course we heard of your capture at Hochkirch,” the 
count said, ‘though not for many weeks afterwards. We were 
alarmed when the news came of the marshal’s death, for as 
it was upon his division that the brunt of the battle had fallen, 
we feared greatly for you. At last came the list the Austrians 
had sent in of the prisoners they had taken, and we were 
delighted to see your name in it; though, as the Austrians have 
been so chary of late of exchanging prisoners, we feared that 
we might not see you for some time. However, remembering 
how you got out of Spielberg, we did not despair of seeing you 
back in the spring. ‘Thirza was especially confident. I believe 
she conceives you capable of achieving impossibilities. How- 
ever, you have justified her faith in you. Supper will be 
served in a few minutes, and as no doubt your story 1s, as usual, 
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a long one, we will not begin it until we have finished the 
meal. But tell us first, how were you captured ?” 

“JT was riding through the mist to find the marshal, whom 
I had not seen for two hours, as I was with the regiment that 
defended the church at Hochkirch, and then cut its way out 
through the Austrians. The mist was so thick that I could 
not see ten yards ahead, and rode plump into an Austrian 
battalion. They fired a volley that killed poor Turk, and 
before I could get on my feet I was surrounded and taken 
prisoner—not a very heroic way, I must admit.” 

‘“A much pleasanter way, though, than that of being badly 
wounded, and so found on the field by the enemy,” the countess 
said; ‘and you were fortunate indeed in getting through that 
terrible battle unhurt.” 

‘“‘T was, indeed, countess; but I would far rather have lost 
a limb than my dear friend and relation the marshal. I was 
allowed to attend his funeral the next day. The Austrians 
paid him every honour, and though I have mourned for him 
most deeply, I cannot but feel that it was the death he would 
himself have chosen. He had been ailing for some months, 
and had twice been obliged to leave his command and rest. It 
would in any case probably have been his last campaign, and 
after such a wonderfully adventurous life as he had led, he 
would have felt being laid upon the shelf sorely.” 

“ His elder brother—Earl Marischal in Scotland, is he not ?— 
who has been governor for some years at Neufchatel, is with 
the king at Breslau at present. They say the king was greatly 
affected at the loss of the marshal, who, since Schwerin’s death, 
has been his most trusted general.” 

‘“T have never seen the marshal’s brother,” Fergus said, 
‘though I know that they were greatly attached to each other. 
I hope that he will be at Breslau when I get there. I shall go 
and report myself to the king after IT have had a few days’ rest 
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here. At present I seem altogether unattached. The marshal’s 
staff is of course broken up, but as I served on the king’s own 
staff twice during the last campaign, I trust that he will put me 
on it again.” 

“That he will do, of course,” the count said. ‘‘ After saving 
his life at Zorndorf he is sure to do so.” 

Supper was now announced, and after it had been removed 
and the party drew round the fire, Fergus told them the story 
of his escape. 

“It was excellently managed,” the count said when he had 
finished. ‘I do not know that it was quite as dramatic as 
your escape from Spielberg, but I should think that, of the two, 
the escape from Linz must have seemed the most hopeless. The 
plan of getting the shutters open and of swimming the moat 
might have occurred to anyone, but the fact that you were 
in uniform, and that it would have been impossible to smuggle 
in a disguise, would have appeared to most men an insuperable 
obstacle to carrying out the plan. You certainly are wonder- 
fully full of resource. Asarule I should think that it is much 
more difficult for two men to make their escape from a place 
than it is for one alone, but it did not seem to be so in this case.” 

“Tt certainly did not add to the difficulty of getting out of 
the fort, count; indeed, in one respect it rendered it more 
easy. There were three of us to work at the heads of the rivets, 
and it certainly facilitated our getting clothes from the boatmen, 
besides rendering the journey much more pleasant than it would 
have been for one of us alone. On the other hand, it would 
have been impossible to carry out the escape from Spielberg 
in the manner I did if I had had two officers with me in the 
cell. We could not have hoped to obtain three uniforms, could 
hardly have expected all to slip by the sentry unnoticed; lastly, 
the three of us could not have got post-horses. Still it is quite 
possible that we might have escaped in some other manner.” 
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“Then you have not the most remote idea where you will 
find your servant and horse?” 

“Not the slightest. If Captain Lindsay got safely through 
the battle of Hochkirch I should say that my man would stick 
by him. His servant, a tough Scotchman, and Karl are great 
chums, and I have no doubt that, unless he received positive 
orders to the contrary, Karl has kept company with him.” 

‘Of course you can find out from the authorities here who 
has taken command of Marshal Keith’s division, and might 
possibly hear whether he took over the marshal’s personal staff 
or whether he brought his own officers with him.” 

“Yes; I should think I might do that, count. I think I 
shall in any case report myself to the king; but if Lindsay 
were stationed at any place I could pass through on my way 
to Breslau, I would pick up Karl and my horse.” 

‘“T shall of course send you another horse to-morrow,” the 
count said. ‘No, no, it is of no use your saying anything 
against it. It was settled that I should supply you with 
mounts while the war lasted, and I intend to carry that out 
fully. I don’t know that I have another in my stables here 
that is quite equal to the other pair, but there are two or 
three that approach them very nearly. If you can get a mounted 
orderly well and good, if not I will lend you one of my men. 
Any of my grooms would be delighted to go with you, for all 
regard you as the saviour of our lives. I am afraid, my 
friend, you will not be able to pay us many more visits. 
Your king is a miracle of steadfastness, of energy, and rapidity, 
but even he cannot perform impossibilities. Leave out the 
Russians, and I believe that he would be more than a match 
for the Austrians, who are hampered by the slowness of their 
generals; but Russia cannot be ignored. In the first campaign 
she was non-existent, in the second she annexed East Prussia. 
This year you have had a deadly tussle with her, next year 
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she may be still more formidable, and I do not believe that 
Frederick with all his skill, and with the splendid valour 
his troops show, can keep the Russians from advancing still 
further into the country, and at the same time prevent the 
Austrians and the Federal army from snatching Dresden from 
his grasp. I myself should regret this deeply. Prussia, al- 
though she taxes the population heavily, at least permits no 
disorders nor ill-treatment of the people, no plundering of 
the villages, while the Austrians, Croats, and Pandoors will 
spread like a swarm of hornets over the land, and the state 
of the Saxons under their so-called rescuers will be infinitely 
worse than it has been under their conquerors.” 

“It would be a heavy blow to the king to lose Dresden,” 
Fergus agreed, “but ] am by no means sure that he would not 
be better without it, except, of course, that it would bring the 
enemy so much nearer to Berlin, otherwise the loss of Saxony 
would be a benefit to him. During all his movements, and 
in all his combinations, he is forced to keep an eye on Dresden. 
At one moment it is Soubise, with his mixed army of French, 
Austrians, and Confederate troops, who have to be met, and 
leaving all else Frederick is forced to march away two or three 
hundred miles and waste two or three precious months before 
he can get a blow at them. Then he has to leave a considerable 
force to prevent them gathering again, while he hurries back to 
prevent Daun from besieging Dresden or to wrest Silesia again 
out of his hands. Saxony lost, he could devote his whole 
mind and his whole power to the Russian and Austrian armies, 
who will no doubt at the next campaign endeavour to act 
together, and the nearer they are to each other, the more 
easily and rapidly can he strike blows at them alternately.” 

‘Perhaps you are right,” the count said, ‘‘and certainly the 
Austrians would have to keep a considerable force to garrison 
Dresden and hold Saxony, for they would be sure that at the 
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very first opportunity Frederick would be among them rain- 
ing his blows rapidly and heavily. As to any advance 
north, they would not dare attempt it, for Frederick, who 
can move more than twice as fast as any Austrian army, 
would fall on their flank or rear and annihilate them. Still, 
the blow would be undoubtedly a heavy one for the king, inas- 
much as it would greatly raise the spirits of his enemies, and 
would seem to show them that the end was approaching.” 

“JT think the end is a good way off still, count. Even 
if the Russians and Austrians marched across Prussia, they 
would hold little more than the ground they stood on. 
Frederick would be ever hovering round them, attacking them 
on every opportunity, and preventing them from sending off 
detached columns, while the cavalry of Ziethen and Seidlitz 
would effectually prevent Cossacks and Croats from going out 
to gather stores for the armies and to plunder and massacre on 
their own account. I doubt whether anything short of the 
annihilation of his army would break the king’s spirit, and so 
far as I can see that is by no means likely to take place.” 

“However, the point at present, my friend, is that if the 
Austrians get Dresden, it may be long before we see you 
again.” 

“T fancy that when the army goes into winter quarters 
again, if I am able to get leave of absence, i shall do myself 
the pleasure of paying you a visit, whether the city has 
changed hands or not. If one can travel twice through 
Austria without being detected, it is hard indeed if I cannot 
make my way into Saxony.” 

“But you must not run too great risks,” the countess said. 
“You know how glad we should be to see you, and that we 
regard you as one of ourselves, but even a mother could hardly 
Wish a son to run into such danger in order that they might 
see each other for a short time.” 
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“What do you say, Thirza?” her father asked. 

The girl, thus suddenly addressed, coloured hotly. 

“T should be glad to see him, father—he knows that very 
well—but I should not like him to run risks.” 

‘But he is always running risks, child, and that, so far as I 
can see, without so good a reason. At any rate, I shall not 
join your mother in protesting. What he says is very true, 
he has twice made his way many hundreds of miles in disguise 
for the purpose of getting here in time for the first fighting, 
and I do not think that there will be anything like the same 
risk in his coming here to pay usa visit. At the same time 
I would not say a single word to induce him to do so. There 
is no saying where he may be when the next winter sets in, or 
what may take place during the coming campaign. In times 
like these it is folly to make plans of any sort three months in 
advance. I only say, therefore, that, should everything else 
be favourable, I think that an Austrian occupation of Saxony 
would not be a very serious obstacle to his paying us a visit 
next winter. 

“Once here, he would be absolutely safe, and as the house- 
hold know what he has done for us, and probably for them, 
for there is no saying whether some at least of them might 
not have been killed by those villains, their absolute dis- 
cretion and silence can be relied upon. However, it may be 
that we shall see him long before that. The king may have 
occasion to be here many times during the summer.” 

The count would not hear of Fergus returning to the hotel 
where he had put up, and for a week he remained at the 
chateau, where the time passed very pleasantly. The luxurious 
appointments, the hospitable attentions of his host and hos- 
tesses, and the whole of his surroundings formed a strong 
contrast indeed, both to his life when campaigning and the 
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end of that time he felt he ought to be on the move again. 
He had learnt that the officers of the marshal’s staff had been 
dispersed, some being attached to other divisions, and that 
Lindsay was now upon the staff of Prince Henry. The prince 
was out Erfurt way, and had already had some sharp fighting 
with the French and the Confederate army. 

Fergus had learned this on the day after his arrival at the 
chateau, and also that to the east there was no sign of any 
movement on the part of Daun or of the king; he therefore 
suffered himself to be persuaded to stay on for the week. 

“Nobody is expecting you, Drummond,” the count said. 
“No doubt they will be glad to see you, but they will be just 
as glad ten days later as ten days earlier. You are believed 
to be safe in some Austrian prison, and you may be sure that 
no one will make any inquiries whether you spent a week or 
a month in recovering from your fatigues before taking up your 
duties again. At any rate, you must stay for at least a week.” 

The visit was indeed extended two days beyond that time, 
for the count and countess so pressed him that he was glad to 
give way, especially as his own inclinations strongly seconded 
their entreaties. On the ninth morning he was astonished 
when his bedroom door opened and Karl came in, and gave 
his morning’s salute as impassively as if he had seen him the 
evening before. 

“Why, Karl!” he exclaimed, “where do you spring from— 
how did you know that I was here—when did you arrive ?” 

“T arrived last night, major, but as it was late we went 
straight to the stable.” 

“Who is we, Karl?” 

“The count’s messenger, sir. He reached me at Erfurt, 
where I was with Captain Lindsay, four days ago, and I 
started with him half an hour later. He had set out from 
here with a led horse, and had ridden through with but one 
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night in bed, and we had changes of horses coming back; and 
Tartar is in good condition, major, I led him all the way down.” 

“That is most kind and thoughtful of the count,” Fergus 
exclaimed, as he began to dress. ‘“ Well, I am heartily glad to 
see you again, Karl; I was by no means sure that you had got 
off safely at Hochkirch. I looked round for you directly I 
had been captured, but could see nothing of you, and knew 
not whether you had ridden off or had been killed by that 
volley that finished poor Turk and brought about my capture.” 

“Tt was a bad business, major, and I have never forgiven 
myself that I was not by your side; but the thing was so 
sudden that I was taken altogether by surprise. My horse was 
grazed with a bullet, and what with that and the sudden flash 
of fire he bolted. I had just caught sight of you and Turk 
going down in a heap as my horse spun round, and it<had gal- 
loped a full hundred yards before I could check it. Then I 
did not know what was best todo. It seemed to me that you 
must certainly be killed. Jf I had been sure that you had 
been wounded and taken prisoner I should have gone back, 
but even then I might more likely than not have been shot 
by the Austrians before I could explain matters. But I really 
thought that you were killed, and as, from the shouting and 
firing, it seemed to me that the enemy had it all their own 
way there, I rode back to the farmhouse. Luckily the Aus- 
trians had not got there, so I took Tartar and rode with him 
to the king’s quarters, and left him with his grooms, who knew 
him well enough, and then later on, having nothing else to do, 
I joined Seidlitz, and had the satisfaction of striking many a 
good blow in revenge for you. 

‘Late in the afternoon when the fighting was over I found 
Captain Lindsay, and told him about your loss. He comforted 
me a bit by saying that he did not think you were born to 
be shot, and said that I had better stay with Donald till 
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there was news about you. Two days later he told me they 
had got the list of the prisoners the Austrians had taken, 
and that you were with them and unwounded. Then, major, 
I was furious with myself that I had not been taken prisoner 
too. I should have been more troubled still if Captain Lind- 
say had not said, that in the first place Tartar would have 
been lost if I had not come back straight to fetch him, and 
that in the second place, it was not hkely you would have 
been able to keep me with you had I been a prisoner, and we 
might not even have been shut up in the same fortress. 

“T asked him what I had better do, and he said, ‘fam going 
west to join Prince Henry, you had better come with me; you 
may be sure that there will be no questions asked about you 
one way or the other. I have no doubt Major Drummond 
will be back in the spring, he is sure to get out somehow.’ 

“Tt seemed to me that that was the best plan too, major. 
If I had been sent back to my regiment I don’t know what I 
should have done with your horse, and then, if you did return, 
I might not have heard about it, and you would not have 
known what had become of me. Once or twice during the 
last month Captain Lindsay has said to me, ‘Your master 
ought to have been here before this, Karl; I quite reckoned 
on his arriving by the end of March.’ I said, perhaps you had 
not been able to get out, but he would not hear of it. He 
said once, ‘If you were to head-up the major in a barrel he 
could find a way out of it somehow; he will be back soon.’ He 
seemed so positive about it that I was not a bit surprised when 
the messenger came and said that you were at the count’s 
here, and that I was to ride with him post-haste, so as to catch 
you before you started to join the king at Breslau. Captain 
Lindsay was as pleased as I was. He was just mounting when 
the messenger came in, but wrote a line on the leaf of his 
pocket-book: here it is, sir.” 
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The slip of paper merely contained the words: 


A thousand welcomes, my dear Drummond! I have been expect- 
ing you for some time. I wish you had turned up here instead of 
at Dresden. Hope to see you again soon. 


By this time Fergus had dressed. ‘‘My dear count,” he 
exclaimed, as he entered the room where the count and his 
wife and daughter were already assembled, “how can I thank 
you for your great kindness in taking such pains to fetch Karl 
and my horse down for me?” 

“T had no great pains about the matter,” the count replied 
with a smile, ‘“‘I simply wrote to my steward that a messenger 
must be sent to Erfurt at once to order Major Drummond’s 
soldier-servant to come here at all speed with his master’s 
horse and belongings. ‘Make what arrangements you like,’ | 
said, ‘for relays of horses, but, anyhow, he must get to Erfurt 
in three days, and I will give him four for coming back again 
with the man. He 1s to be found at the quarters of Captain 
Lindsay, who is on the staff of Prince Henry. If Captain 
Lindsay himself is away, you must find out his servant.’ 

“That was all the trouble that I had in the matter. You 
have really to thank Thirza, for it was her idea. Directly 
you had left the room, after your telling us that Lindsay was 
with Prince Henry and most likely at Erfurt, she said: ‘I 
should think, father, that there would be time to fetch Major 
Drummond’s servant and horse. It is not so very far, and 
surely it might be done in a week.’ ‘Well thought of!’ I said. 
‘It is a hundred and seventy miles. <A courier with relays of 
horses could do it in three days without difficulty, and might 
be back here again with Drummond’s servant in another four 
days. I will give orders at once. We can manage to get 
Drummond to delay his departure for a day or two.’ So the 
thing was done.” 
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CHAPTER XVI. 


AT MINDEN. 


()* the following day Fergus started, riding the new horse 

the count had given him, while Karl led Tartar. The 
journey to Breslau was performed without adventure. He 
found on arrival that the king had ten days before gone to Land- 
shut, round which place a portion of his army was cantoned. 
At Landshut he commanded the main pass into Bohemia, was 
in a position to move rapidly towards any point where Daun 
might endeavour to break through into Silesia, and was yet 
but a few marches from Dresden, should the tide of war flow 
in that direction. 

Already several blows had been struck at the enemy. As 
early as the 16th of February Prince Henry had attacked the 
Confederate army, which, strengthened by some Austrian regi- 
ments, had intended to fortify itself in Erfurt, and driven it 
far away, while the Prince of Brunswick had made a raid into 
the small Federal states and carried off two thousand prisoners. 
Early in March a force from Glogau had marched into Poland 
and destroyed many Russian magazines, while on April 13th, 
the very day on which Fergus arrived at Breslau, Duke 
Ferdinand had fought a battle with the French army under 
Broglio, near Bergen. The French, however, were very strongly 
posted, and Ferdinand was unable to capture their position, 
and lost twenty-five hundred men, while the French loss was 
but nineteen hundred. 

On the same day Prince Henry crossed the mountains and 
destroyed all the Austrian magazines through the country 
between Eger and Prague, containing food for an army of fifty 
thousand for five months, captured three thousand prisoners, 
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and burnt two hundred boats collected on the Elbe, near 
Leitmeritz, and was back again after an absence of but nine 
days. A fortnight later he was off again, marching this time 
towards Bamberg, burning magazines and carrying off sup- 
phes. He captured Bayreuth and Bamberg, took twenty-five 
hundred prisoners, and struck so heavy a blow at the little 
princelings of the Confederacy that he was able to leave matters 
to themselves in the west, should the king require his aid 
against Daun or the Russians. On the 16th of April Fergus 
arrived at Landshut and proceeded to the royal quarters. On 
sending his name to the king he was at once ushered in. 

“So you have returned, Major Drummond,” Frederick 
said cordially, ‘“‘and in plenty of time to see the play! though, 
indeed, I should not be surprised if it is some time before the 
curtain draws up. I had some hopes that you might rejoin, 
for after your last escape I doubted whether any Austrian 
prison would hold you long. I am glad to see you back again. 
Ah! it was a heavy loss that of our good marshal. None but 
myself can say how I miss him. He was not only, asa general, 
one of the best and most trustworthy, but as a friend he was 
always cheery, always hopeful, one to whom I could tell all my 
thoughts. Ah! if I had but taken his advice at Hochkirch I 
should not have had to mourn his loss. It was a heavy blow 
to you also, Major Drummond.” 

‘A heavy blow indeed, your Majesty. He was as kind to 
me as if he had been my father.” 

“] will try to supply his place,” the king said gravely. “He 
died in my service, and through my error. For my own sake 
I am glad that you are here. You have something of his 
temperament, and I can talk freely with you, too, whatever 
comes into my head.” 

‘‘Y did not know whether I did rightly in coming to report 
myself direct to you, sire, but your kindness has always been 
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so great to me that I thought it would be best to come straight 
to you instead of reporting myself elsewhere, having indeed 
no fixed post or commander.” 

“You did quite right. By the way, Keith’s brother, the 
Scottish Earl Marischal, is here.” 

He touched a bell, and said to the officer who came in, “ Will 
you give my compliments to Earl Marischal Keith, and beg him 
to come to me for a few minutes.” Two minutes later Keith 
entered—a tall man, less strongly built than his brother, but 
much resembling him. 

‘“‘Excuse my sending for you, Earl Marischal,” the king said, 
“but I wanted to introduce to you your young cousin, Major 
Drummond, a very brave young officer, as you may well 
imagine, since he has already gained that rank, and wears our 
military order of the Black Eagle. He tells me that he has not 
hitherto met you, but he came over here at your brother's 
Invitation, was a very great favourite of his, and was deeply 
attached to him.” 

‘My brother mentioned you frequently in his letters to me,” 
Keith said, holding out his hand to Fergus. “I knew but 
little of your mother, first cousin as she is, for being ten years 
older than my brother, she was but a little child in my eyes 
when I last saw her. Were it not that I am past military work, 
I would gladly try to fill my brother’s place to you; but if I 
cannot aid you in your profession, I can at least give you a 
share of my affection.” 

“As to his profession, Keith, that is my business,” the king 
said. ‘He saved my life at Zorndorf, and has in so many 
ways distinguished himself that his success in his career is 
already assured. He is, by many years, the youngest major 
in the service, and if this war goes on there is no saying to 
what height he may rise. He has just returned from an Aus- 
trian prison, where, as I told you when you joined me, he was 
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carried after Hochkirch. I don’t know yet how he escaped. 
He must dine with me this evening, and afterwards he shall 
tell us about it. Mitchell dines with us also. He, too, is a 
friend of this young soldier, and has a high opinion of him.” 

That evening after dinner Fergus related to the party, 
which consisted only of the king, Keith, and the British am- 
bassador, how he had escaped from prison. 

“The next time the Austrians catch you, Major Drummond,” 
the king said when he had finished, “if they want to keep 
you, they will have to chain you by the leg, as they used to 
do in the old times.” 

For months the Prussian and Austrian armies lay inactive. 
Daun had supposed that, as the king had begun the three 
previous campaigns by launching his forces into Bohemia, he 
would be certain to follow the same policy, and he had there- 
fore placed his army in an almost impregnable position, and 
waited for the king to assume the offensive. Frederick, how- 
ever, felt that with his diminished forces he could no longer 
afford to dash himself against the strong positions so carefully 
chosen and intrenched by the enemy, and must now confine 
himself to the defensive and leave it to the Austrians to 
attempt to cross the passes and give battle. The slowness with 
which they marched, in comparison with the speed at which 
the Prussian troops could be taken from one point to another, 
gave him good ground for believing that he should find many 
opportunities for falling upon the enemy when in move- 
ment. 

It was a long time before the Austrian general recognized 
the change in Frederick’s strategy, still longer before he could 
bring himself to abandon his own tactics of waiting and forti- 
fying, and determine to abandon his strongholds and assume 
the offensive. When July opened he had by various slow and 
careful marches planted himself in a very strong position at 
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Marklissa, while Frederick as usual was watching him. Daun 
was well aware that Frederick of all things desired to bring on 
a battle, but knowing that the Russians, one hundred thousand 
strong, under Soltikoff, were steadily approaching, he deter- 
mined to wait where he was and to allow the brunt of the 
fighting for once to fall on them. Fergus by this time was 
far away. The long weeks had passed as slowly to him as 
they had to the king, and he was very glad indeed when, on 
the 2nd of June, Frederick said to him: 

“T know that you are impatient for action, Major Drummond. 
Your blood is younger than mine, and I feel it hard enough to 
be patient myself; however, I can find some employment for 
you. Duke Ferdinand has now, you know, twelve thousand 
English troops with him. He has written to me saying that, as 
neither of his aides-de-camp can speak English, he begs that 
I would send him an officer who can do so, for very few 
of the British are able to speak German, and serious con- 
sequences might arise from the misapprehension of orders on 
the day of battle. Therefore I have resolved to send you to 
him, and you can start to-morrow at daybreak. I will havea 
despatch prepared for you to carry to the duke, who, of course, 
by the way, knows you, and will, I am sure, be glad to have 
you with him. Later on I must send another of my Scottish 
officers to take your place with him, for I lke having you 
with me. However, at present you are wasting your time, 
and may as well go.” 

“We are off again to-morrow morning, Karl,” Fergus said 
in high spirits as he reached his quarters. 

“That is the best news that I have heard since the count’s 
messenger brought me word at Erfurt that you had returned, 
major. It has been the dullest six weeks we have had since 
we first marched from Berlin, for while in winter one knows 
that nothing can be done, and so is content to rest quietly, 
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in spring one is always expecting something, and if nothing 
comes of it one worries and grumbles.” 

“Tt is a long ride we are going this time, Karl.” 

“T don’t care how how long it is, major, so that one is moving.” 

“Tam going to join the Duke of Brunswick’s staff.” 

“That is something like a ride, major,” Karl said in surprise, 
“for itis right from one side of Prussia to the other.” 

“Yes, it is over four hundred and fifty miles.” 

“Well, major, we have got good horses, and they have had 
an easy time of it lately.” 

“How long do you think that we shall take ?” 

“Well, major, the horses can do forty miles a day, if they 
have a day to rest half-way. Your horses could do more, 
riding them on alternate days, but it would be as much as 
mine could do to manage that.” 

“We must take them by turns, Karl, that will give each 
horse a partial rest—one day out of three.” 

“Tike that they could do it, I should say, major, in about 
a fortnight.” 

They rode first to Breslau, and thence to Magdeburg, passing 
through many towns on the long journey, but none of any 
great importance. At Magdeburg they heard that they must 
make for Hanover, where they would be able to ascertain the 
precise position of the duke’s army, which was on the northern 
frontier of Westphalia. 

While the French, under the Duke of Broglio, were ad- 
vancing north from Frankfort-on-Maine, another French army, 
under Contades, was moving against Ferdinand from the west. 
As it was probable that there would at least be no great battle 
until the two French armies combined, Fergus, who had al- 
ready given his horses two days’ complete rest, remained for 
three days at Magdeburg, as it was hkely that he would have 
to work them hard when he joined the duke. 
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Five days later he rode into the Duke of Brunswick’s prin- 
cipal camp, which was near Osnabriick, where was situated his 
central magazine. 

“Yam glad to see you, Major Drummond,” the duke said 
cordially when Fergus reported himself. “I thought perhaps 
the king would select you for the service, and I know how 
zealous and active you are. I am greatly in need of a staff 
officer who can speak English, for none of mine can do so. [I 
think that we shall have some hard fighting here soon. You 
see that I am very much in the position of the king, menaced 
from two directions. If I move to attack Contades, Broglio 
will have Hanover entirely open to him; while if I move 
against him, Contades will capture Miinster and Osnabriick 
and get all my magazines, and might even push on and occupy 
the town of Hanover before I could get back. So you see I 
have nothing to do but to wait in this neighbourhood until I 
see their designs. 

‘““T have some twelve thousand of your countrymen here, 
and I rely upon them greatly. We know how they fought 
at Fontenoy. Splendid fellows they are. There is a Scotch 
regiment with them, whose appearance in kilts and feathers 
in no slight degree astonishes both the people and my own 
soldiers. Their cavalry are very fine, too. They have much 
heavier horses than ours, and should be terrible in a charge. 
How long have you been on the road ?” 

‘“T have been eighteen days, sir. I could have ridden faster 
myself, having a spare charger, but my orderly could hardly 
travel more rapidly; and indeed when I got to Magdeburg, 
and found that it was not likely that there would be any 
engagement for some time, I allowed the horses three days’ 
rest, so that they should be fit for service as soon as they 
arrived here.” 

A tent was at once erected in the staff lines for Fergus. He 


AT MINDEN. 985 


found, upon inquiry, that the British division was at present at 
Miinster. He was invited by the duke to dinner that evening, 
and was introduced to the officers of the staff, who received 
him courteously, but with some surprise that one so young 
should not only bear the rank of major, but the coveted 
insignia of the Black Eagle. 

The duke, however, when the introductions were over, gave 
them a short account of the new-comer’s services, and after 
dinner begged Fergus to tell them how he escaped from Linz, 
and they had a hearty laugh over the manner in which he 
and his companions obtained their first disguise. 

“T have heard something of this,” Colonel Zolwyn, the head 
of the staff, said. ‘Captains Stauffen and Ritzer were both 
ordered here on their arrival at Berlin, and though I have 
not met them, I have heard from others of their escape from 
Linz, which they ascribed entirely to a major of Marshal 
Keith’s staff, who was a fellow-prisoner of theirs.” 

For the next three weeks Fergus was on horseback from 
morning till night. The movements of the troops were inces- 
sant. The two French generals manceuvred with great skill, 
giving no opportunity for the Duke of Brunswick to strike a 
blow at either. Broglio, guided by a treacherous peasant, 
captured Minden by surprise. Contades, with thirty thousand 
men, had taken up an unassailable position, his right wing on 
the Weser and his left on impassable bogs and quagmires, and 
with his front covered by the Bastau, a deep and unfordable 
brook. Thirty thousand of his troops were occupied in besieg- 
ing Miinster and Osnabriick and other places, and succeeded 
in capturing the latter, containing the duke’s magazines of hay 
and cavalry forage. 

The duke’s position became very grave, and the French 
believed that in a very short time they would be masters 
of all Hanover. Broglio’s force of twenty thousand men was 
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on the east side of the Weser, and Ferdinand was unable to 
move to strike a blow at the detached force of Contades, for 
had he done so Broglio would have captured the city of 
Hanover, which lay perfectly open to him within a day’s 
march. Fergus had been specially employed in carrying 
despatches to the British division, and had made many 
acquaintances among the officers. As the army gradually 
concentrated when the French forces drew closer together, he 
often spent the evening in their tents when the day’s work 
was done. 

In the Scotch regiment he was soon quite at home. The 
fact that he was related to Marshal Keith, of whom every 
Scotchman was proud, and had been one of his aides-de-camp, 
sufficed in itself to render him at once popular. The officers 
followed with eager interest the accounts of the various battles 
he had witnessed, and little by little extracted from him some 
account of the manner in which he had won his steps so 
rapidly in the Prussian service. He found that they, and the 
British troops in general, had a profound dislike for Lord 
Sackville, who commanded them, but who was especially in 
command of their cavalry. All described him as a heavy, 
domineering fellow, personally indolent and slow, on ill terms 
with the Duke of Brunswick, whom in a quiet and obstinate 
way he seemed bent on thwarting. 

“He is an ill-conditioned brute,” one of the officers re- 
marked. ‘The only thing to be said for him is that he is 
not deficient in personal courage. He has fought several 
duels, into which he brought himself by his overbearing 
temper.” 

Although he had frequently carried despatches to Sackville, 
Fergus had not exchanged a word with him. The English 
general had taken the paper from his hand, barely acknow- 
ledging his salute, and not indeed glancing at him, but turning 
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on his heel and walking off to read the contents of the de- 
spatch, which generally appeared to displease him, judging by 
the manner in which he spoke to his officers. Then he would 
go into his tent, and one of his aides-de-camp would shortly 
come out with a letter containing his reply. 

Fergus naturally came to regard the English commander 
with the same dislike that his own officers felt for him. One 
day when handing him a despatch he omitted the usual salute. 
Sackville noticed it at once. 

‘Why do you not salute, sir?” he said, raising his head and 
for the first time looking at the duke’s aide-de-camp. 

“This is the twelfth time, sir, that I have brought de- 
spatches from the Duke of Brunswick. Upon each occasion I 
have made the military salute. By the regulations of the army, 
I believe that the superior officer is as much bound to return 
a salute as the inferior officer is to render it. As you have 
not chosen upon any one of those twelve occasions to return 
my salute, I see no reason why I should continue to give it.” 

Sackville looked at him as he shouted in English, with 
astonishment and rage: 

‘And who the devil are you?” 

“Tam Major Fergus Drummond, a companion of the order 
of the Black Hagle, and an aide-de-camp of the King of 
Prussia.” 

“The deuce you are!” Sackville said insolently. “I did not 
know that the King of Prussia promoted lads to be majors, 
chose them for his aides-de-camp, and made them companions 
of his order.” 

‘Then, sir, you know it now,” Fergus said quietly; “and 
for an explanation of my rank I beg to refer you to the Duke 
of Brunswick, who will, I doubt not, be not unwilling to ex- 
plain the matter to you.” 

‘“T shall report your insolence to the duke at any rate, sir. 
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Were it not for my position here I would myself condescend 
to give you the lesson of which you seem to me to be in want.” 
‘“‘T should doubt, sir, whether I could receive any lesson at 
your hands; but after this affair has terminated I shall be 
happy to afford you an opportunity of endeavouring to do so.” 
Lord Sackville was on the point of replying, when the 
colonel of his staff, whom Fergus had met at dinner at the 
duke’s, and who spoke German fluently, came up and said: 

“Pardon me, general, can I speak to you for a moment?” 

Fergus reined back his horse a length or two, while the 
officer spoke rapidly to Lord Sackville. 

‘“T don’t care a fig,” the latter burst out passionately. The 
officer continued to speak. The general listened sullenly, then 
turning to Fergus he said: 

“Well, sir, we shall leave the matter as it is. As soon as 
this battle is over I shall waive my rank and meet you.” 

‘““T shall be ready at any time,” Fergus said, and then 
formally saluting he rode away. 

‘““T suppose you have no answer, Major Drummond,” the 
duke said, when he returned to his quarters; “but, indeed, 
there is none needed.” 

“JT have no answer, sir, and indeed did not wait for one. 
Lord Sackville and I had a somewhat hot altercation ;” and he 
related word for word what had passed. 

“It is a pity, but I cannot blame you,” the duke said when 
Fergus had finished. ‘‘The man has given me a great deal of 
trouble ever since he joined us with his force. He is always 
slow in obeying orders. Sometimes he seems wilfully to mis- 
understand them, and altogether he is a thorn in my side. 
I am glad indeed that the British infantry division are entirely 
under my control; with them I have no difficulty whatever. 
He was entirely in the wrong in this matter, and I certainly 
should address a remonstrance to him on the subject of his 
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manner and language to one of my staff, but our relations are 
already unpleasantly strained, and any open breach between 
us might bring about a serious disaster.” 

“T certainly should not wish that you should make any 
allusion to the matter, sir. Possibly I may have an oppor- 
tunity of teaching him to be more polite after we have done 
with the French.” 

By two sudden strokes the duke, in the third week of July, 
obtained possession of Bremen, thereby obtaining a port by 
which stores and reinforcements from England could reach 
him, and also recaptured Osnabriick, and found to his great 
satisfaction that the French had also established a magazine 
there, so that the stores were even larger than when they 
had taken it from him. The great point was to induce Con- 
tades to move from his impregnable position. He knew that 
both Contades and Broglio were as anxious as he was to bring 
about a battle did they but see an advantageous opportunity, 
and he took a bold step to tempt them. 

On the 30th of July he sent the Hereditary Prince with a 
force of ten thousand men to make a circuit and fall upon 
Gohfeld, ten miles up the Weser, and so cut the line by which 
Contades brought up the food for his army from Cassel, seventy 
miles to the south. Such a movement would compel the French 
either to fight or to fall back. It was a bold move, and had 
it not succeeded would have been deemed a rash one, for it 
left him with but thirty-six thousand men to face the greatly 
superior force of the French. The bait proved too tempting 
for the French generals. It seemed to them that the duke 
had committed a fatal mistake. His left, leaning on the 
Weser, was by the march of the force to Gohfeld left unsup- 
ported at a distance of three miles from the centre, and it 
seemed to them that they could now hurl themselves into the 


gap, destroy the duke’s left, and then crush his centre and 
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right, and cut off whatever remnant might escape from Han- 
over. | 

On Tuesday evening, July lst, the French got into motion 
as soon as it was dark. During the night Contades crossed by 
nineteen bridges that he had thrown across the Bastau, while 
at the same time Broglio crossed the Weser by the bridge of 
the town, and took up his position facing the Prussian left 
wing, which rested on the village of Todtenhausen, intending 
to attack him early in the morning, and to finish before the 
duke could bring the centre to his assistance. Feeling sure 
that the French would fall into the trap, the duke ordered 
his cavalry to mount at one o’clock in the morning and moved 
in with his troops from the villages around which they were 
encamped, closing in towards Minden, whereby the centre 
gradually came into touch with the left, the whole forming 
a segment of a circle, of which Minden was the centre. 

The French also formed a segment of a similar circle, nearer 
to Minden. Contades was a long time getting his troops into 
position, for great confusion was caused by their having crossed 
by so many bridges, and it took hours to range them in order 
of battle. Broglio was in position, facing the duke’s left, at 
five o'clock in the morning. He was strong in artillery and 
infantry, but as the ground on both flanks was unfavourable 
for the action of cavalry these were all posted in the centre. The 
cavalry, indeed, was the strongest portion of the force. They 
numbered ten thousand, and were the flower of the French army. 

The duke placed six regiments of British infantry in his 
centre. They were the 12th, 20th, 23rd, 25th, 37th and 51st. 
Some regiments of Hanoverians were in line behind them; 
the British cavalry were on the duke’s right. The morning 
was misty, and it was not until eight o’clock that both sides 
were ready, and indeed even then Contades’ infantry was not 
finally settled in its position. 
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The battle began with an attack by some Hessian regiments 
on the village of Hahlen, and by a very heavy fire of artillery 
on both sides. The orders to the English regiments had been, 
“March to attack the enemy on sound of drum”, meaning that 
they were to move when the drums gave the signal for the 
advance. The English, however, understood the order to be, 
“ You are to advance to the sound of your drums”. They waited 
for a time, while the attack on Hahlen continued. It was 
repulsed three times before it succeeded, but before this 
happened the English regiments lost patience, and said, “‘ We 
ought to be moving”. The drums therefore struck up, and 
to the astonishment of the Hanoverians these English bat- 
talions strode away towards the enemy. However, the regi- 
ments of the second line followed. As the British stepped 
forward a tremendous cross fire of artillery opened upon them, 
thirty guns on one side and as many on the other, but in spite 
of this the six regiments pressed on unfalteringly, with their 
drums beating lustily behind them. 

Then there was a movement in their front, and a mighty 
mass of French cavalry poured down upon them. The English 
halted, closed up the gaps made by the artillery, held their 
fire until the leading squadrons of the French were within forty 
paces, and then opened a tremendous file fire. Before it man 
and horse went down. At so short a distance every bullet 
found its billet, and for the first time in history a line of 
infantry repulsed the attack of a vastly superior body of 
cavalry. Astonished, and hampered by the fallen men and 
horses of their first line, the French cavalry reined up and 
trotted sullenly back to re-form and repeat the charge. The 
British drums beat furiously as the French rode forward again 
only to be repulsed as before. Six times did the cavalry, with 
a bravery worthy of their reputation, renew the charge. Six 
times did they draw back sullenly, as the leading squadrons 
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withered up under the storm of shot; then they could do no 
more, but rode back in a broken and confused mass through 
the gaps between their infantry, throwing these also into 
partial confusion. 

“Ride to Lord Sackville and tell him to charge with his 
cavalry at once,” the duke said to Fergus; and then checking 
himself said, ‘‘No, I had better send someone else,” and re- 
peated the order to another of his staff. Sackville only replied 
that he did not see his way to doing so. A second and then 
a third officer were sent to him with a like result, and at last 
he himself left his cavalry and rode to the duke and inquired 
“How am I to go on?” 

The duke curbed his anger at seeing the fruits of victory 
lost. He replied quietly, “My lord, the opportunity is now 
past.” Harassed only by the fire of the British and Hanoverian 
guns and by that of the British infantry, Contades drew off his 
army by the nineteen bridges into his stronghold. Broglio, 
who had done nothing save keep up a cannonade, covered the 
retreat with his division. The total amount of loss on the 
duke’s side was two thousand eight hundred and twenty-two, 
of which more than half belonged to the British infantry. 
The French loss was seven thousand and eighty-six, with their 
heavy guns and many flags; but had Sackville done his duty, 
their army would have been annihilated, pent up as it was 
with the river on each flank, convergent to each other at 
Minden, a perfect rat-trap from which no army could have 
escaped had it been hotly pressed by cavalry. 

The feat performed by the British infantry astonished 
Europe, who were at first almost incredulous that six regi- 
ments in line could have repulsed over and over again, and 
finally driven off the field ten thousand of the best cavalry of 
France. 

While the battle was raging the Hereditary Prince had done 
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his share of the work, had fallen upon Gohfeld, crushed the 
French division guarding it, cutting the French from their 
magazines, and rendering their position untenable. They re- 
ceived the news that evening, and at once commenced their 
retreat, Broglio towards Frankfort and Contades straight for 
the Rhine. The latter was obliged to abandon all his baggage 
and many of his guns, and his army by the time it had reached 
the Rhine had become a mere rabble. The general was at 
once recalled in disgrace, and Broglio appointed commander- 
in-chief, although by failing to carry out the orders he had re- 
ceived, to fall upon the allies left at five in the morning, he had 
largely contributed to the defeat that had befallen Contades. 


CHAPTER XVII. 


UNEXPECTED NEWS. 


HE fury of the British cavalry at the shameful inactivity 

in which they had been maintained was unbounded, and 

their commander, if he moved from his tent, was saluted with 

hisses and jeers by the troopers. It was not for long, however, 

for as soon as the news was known at home he was ordered to 

return. On the afternoon of the same day an officer rode 
over to head-quarters and asked for Major Drummond. 

‘“‘T am here, sir,” he said courteously, “on behalf of Lord 
sackville. He will be leaving for England to-morrow, and I 
am the bearer of a hostile message from him. [I shall be 
obliged if you will put me in communication with some officer 
who will act on your behalf.” 

“Certainly,” Fergus replied. “I was expecting such a 
message.” He had already heard of the order that Sackville 
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had received, and had requested Major Kurstad, a fellow 
aide-de-camp, to act for him should he send him a hostile 
message. Going in he spoke to Kurstad, who at once went 
out and introduced himself to the British officer. 

‘This is a painful business,” the latter said, “and I can 
assure you that I do not undertake it willingly. However, I over- 
heard the altercation between Lord Sackville and Major Drum- 
mond, and the same night he asked me to act for him when 
the time for it came. I consented, and cannot draw back 
from the undertaking, but I need hardly say that after what 
happened at Minden no English officer, unless previously 
pledged, would have consented to act for him. I suppose, sir, 
there is no use in asking whether the matter cannot be arranged.” 

“Not in the slightest. Major Drummond told me that he 
had expressed his willingness to meet the general, and he is 
certainly not one to withdraw from his word. My friend 
chooses swords, in fact the use of pistols on such occasions is 
quite unknown in the Continental army.” 

“As Lord Sackville leaves to-morrow morning we should 
be glad if you would name an early hour.” 

“ As early as you like; it is light at half-past four.” 

“Then shall we say five o'clock?” 

“Certainly.” 

“ And the place?” 

“There is a small clump of trees on the heath two miles 
west of our camp.” 

“We will be there at that time, sir. Would you object to 
each side being accompanied by a second friend? I ask it 
because, did anything happen to my principal, I should cer- 
tainly wish that another witness was present at the duel.” 

“We have no objection,” Major Kurstad said. ‘We shall 
also bring a surgeon with us, and of course you can do the 
same if you are disposed.” 
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The two officers saluted, and the major returned to Fergus. 

“Do you mean to kill him?” he asked after he had told him 
of the arrangements that had been made. 

‘Certainly not; the man is an overbearing fool, and I merely 
wish to give him a lesson. Personally 1 should be glad if the 
whole of the officers of the British force could be present, in 
order that he might be as much humiliated as possible, but even 
if I hated the man—and I have no shadow of feeling of that 
kind—I would not kill him. He is going home to England to 
be tried by court-martial, and its sentence is likely to be a far 
heavier blow to a bully of that kind than death would be. 
He has a taste of it already, for I hear that he is hooted 
whenever he leaves his tent.” 

At the appointed time the two parties arrived almost at the 
same moment at a spot arranged. Fergus was accompanied 
by Major Kurstad and another officer of the duke’s staff, 
and by the duke’s own surgeon. Formal salutations were 
exchanged between the seconds, the duclling swords were 
examined and found to be of the same length. There was 
no difficulty in choosing the ground, as there was an open 
space in the centre of the little wood, and the sun had not 
risen high enough to overtop the trees. As, therefore, the 
glade was in shade, there was no advantage in point of light 
to either combatant. Lord Sackville had the reputation of 
being a good fencer, but in point of physique there was no 
comparison between the combatants. Sackville was a tall and 
powertully-built man, but dissipation and good living had 
rendered his muscles flabby and sapped his strength, although 
he was still in what should have been his prime. 

Fergus, on the other hand, had not a superfluous ounce of 
flesh. Constant exercise had hardened every muscle. He was 
a picture of health and activity. The general viewed him with 
al expression of vindictive animosity, while his face, on the 
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other hand, wore an expression of perfect indifference. The 
uniform coats were removed, and the dropping of a hand- 
kerchief gave the signal for them to commence. Lord Sackville 
at once lunged furiously. The thrust was parried, and the next 
moment his sword was sent flying through the air. His second 
did not move to recover it. 

“Why do you not bring it here?” Sackville exclaimed ina 
tone of the deepest passion. 

“Because, my lord,” his second said coldly, ‘as you have 
been disarmed, the duel necessarily terminates, unless your 
antagonist 1s willing that the sword shall be restored to you.” 

“IT shall be obliged if you will give it him, Major Buck,” 
Fergus said quietly. “A little accident of this sort may occur 
occasionally, even to a noted swordsman when fighting with 
a boy.” | 

The general was purple with passion when he received the 
sword from his second. 

‘Mind this time,” he said between his teeth, as, after a pre- 
liminary feint or two, he again lunged. Again the sword was 
wrenched from his hand with a force that elicited an exclama- 
tion of pain from him. 

“Pray, give the general his sword again, Major Buck,” 
Fergus said. ‘You hold your rapier too tightly, General Sack- 
ville. You need a little more freedom of play and less impetu- 
osity. I don’t want to hurt you seriously, but your blood is 
altogether too hot, and next time I will bleed you on the 
sword-arm.” 

Steadying himself with a great effort, Sackville played can- 
tiously for a time; but after parrying several of his thrusts 
without the slightest difficulty, Fergus ran him through the 
right arm, half-way between the elbow and the shoulder, and 
the sword dropped from his hand. Lord George Sackville had 
borne himself well in several duels, and was accounted a gentle- 
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man, though arrogant and overbearing. He stood without 
speaking, while the surgeon bandaged up his arm. Then he 
said quietly: 

“T ask your pardon, Major Drummond. This matter was 
altogether my fault. I said that I would give you a lesson, 
and you have given me one, which assuredly I shall never forget. 
I trust that you will accept my apology for the words I uttered.” 

“Certainly, general, the more so that I own I gave pro- 
vocation by failing to salute you. My only excuse for which 
is, that officers of the highest rank in Prussia always return 
the salute of a junior officer of whatever rank, and that I 
did not reflect that you, having many important matters in 
your mind, might have neglected to return mine from pure 
absent-mindedness, and not with any intentional discourtesy. 
I can only say that I have not spoken of this matter to any 
but my three friends here, and I am sure that the matter will 
not be mentioned by them when it 1s my earnest request that 
it shall go no further.” 

The parties then mutually saluted and rode off to their 
respective camps. The story of the duel did not leak out from 
Fergus’s friends, but Sackville had openly spoken of the matter 
the evening before to several officers, and had added to their 
disgust at his conduct by declaring that he wished it had been 
the Duke of Brunswick, instead of this upstart aide-de-camp 
of his, with whom he had to reckon the next morning. He on 
his part exacted no pledge from the officers who had accom- 
panied him, but rode back to camp without speaking a word, 
and an hour later left in a carriage for Bremen. The news 
of the encounter then circulated rapidly, and excited intense 
amusement and the most lively satisfaction on the part of the 
British officers. 

On Sackville’s arrival in England he was tried by court- 
martial, sentenced to be cashiered, and declared incapable of 
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again serving his majesty in any military capacity. This the 
king proclaimed officially to be a sentence worse than death, 
and, taking a pen, he himself struck out his name from the 
list of privy-councillors. No satisfactory explanation has ever 
been given of Sackville’s conduct at Minden. Many say it is 
probable that he was disgusted and sulky at having to rise so 
early, but this would hardly be a sufficient explanation. The 
more probable conjecture is, that as he was on notoriously bad 
terms with the duke, he was willing that the latter should 
suffer a severe repulse at Minden, in the hope that he would 
be deprived of his command, and he himself appointed com- 
mander-in-chief of the allied army. 

A few days after the battle the exultation caused by the 
victory at Minden was dashed by the news that a Prussian 
army twenty-six thousand strong, commanded by Wedel, had 
been beaten by the Russians at Ziillichau; and ten days later by 
the still more crushing news that Frederick himself, with fifty 
thousand men, had been completely defeated by a Russian and 
Austrian army, ninety thousand in number, at Kunersdorf, on 
the 11th of August. At first the Prussians had beaten back 
the Russians with great loss; the latter had rallied, and, joined 
by Loudon with the Austrian divisions, had recovered the 
ground and beaten off the Prussians with immense loss, the defeat 
being chiefly due to the fact that the Prussian army had 
marched to the attack through woods intersected with many 
streams, and that, instead of arriving on the field of battle as 
a whole, they only came up at long intervals, so that the first 
success could not be followed up, and the regiments who made 
it were annihilated before help came. 

The news came from Berlin. A letter had been received 
there from the king written on the night after the battle. He 
said that he had but three thousand men collected round him, 
that the circumstances were desperate, that he appointed his 
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brother Prince Henry general-in-chief, and that the army 
was to swear fidelity to his nephew. The letter was under- 
stood to mean that Frederick intended to put an end to his 
life. He knew that the enmity of his foes was largely directed 
against him personally, and that far easier terms might be 
obtained for the country were he out of the way, and he was 
therefore determined not to survive irreparable defeat; indeed, 
he always carried a small tube of deadly poison on his 
person. 

Universal consternation was felt at the news. However, 
three days later came the more cheering intelligence that 
twenty-three thousand men had now gathered round him, and 
that he had again taken the command. The loss in the battle, 
however, had been terrible—six thousand had been killed, 
thirteen thousand wounded; two thousand of the latter, too 
seriously wounded to escape, were made prisoners. The loss 
of the enemy had been little inferior, for eighteen thousand 
Russians and Austrians were killed or wounded. Another letter 
sent off by the king that night had disastrous consequences, 
for he wrote to the governor of Dresden that, should the 
Austrians attempt anything on the town beyond his means of 
maintaining himself, he was to capitulate on the best terms 
he could obtain. Happily for Frederick, Soltikoff was as slow 
in his movements as Daun, and for two months made no 
attempt to take advantage of the victory of Kunersdorf, and 
thus afforded time to Frederick to repair his misfortunes. 

But during the two months Dresden had been lost. Its 
governor had received Frederick’s letter, and was unaware 
how things had mended after it was written, and that a force 
was pressing forward to aid him against an Austrian besieging 
army. Consequently, after little more than a nominal resis- 
tance, he surrendered, when, unknown to him, relief was close 
at hand. 
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The French being defeated and in full flight for the Rhine, 
it seemed to Fergus that it was his duty to return to the king, 
as there was no probability whatever of any hard fighting 
on the western frontier, while the position of affairs in the 
east was most serious. He was still on the king’s staff, and 
had but been lent to the Duke of Brunswick. He laid the 
matter before the latter, who at once agreed with him that ho 
should rejoin the king. 

“Frederick sorely needs active and intelligent officers at 
present,” he said. “It is not by force that he can hope to 
prevent the Russians and Austrians from marching to Berlin, 
but by quickness and resource. His opponents are both slow 
and deliberate in their movements, and the king’s quickness 
puzzles and confuses them. It is always difficult for two 
armies to act in perfect concert, well-nigh impossible when 
they are of different nationalities. Daun will wait for Soltikoff 
and Soltikoff for Daun; the king will harass both of them. 
Daun has to keep one eye upon his magazines in Bohemia, for 
Prince Henry in Silesia still constantly menaces them, and not 
only the Austrian but the Russian army is fed from Prague. 
Were it not that I am specially bound to defend Hanover 
from the Confederate army, | would march with the greater 
portion of my force to join the king; but my orders are im- 
perative. “Tis for Hanover that George of England is fighting, 
and the British subsidy and the British troops will be lost to 
the king were Hanover to be taken by the enemy. If Prince 
Henry could but join him it would bring his army again to a 
strength with which he could fight either the Russians or Aus- 
trians, but their armies lie between Henry and the king, and 
unless Daun makes some grievous mistake—and slow as he 1s 
Daun seldom makes a mistake—it seems well-nigh impossible 
that the prince can get through. However, Major Drummond, 
you are likely to see little fighting here, while with the king 
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there will be incessant work for you. Therefore, by all means 
go to him; he must have lost many of his staff at Kunersdori, 
and will, I doubt not, be glad to have you with him.” 

The ride was a shorter one than it had been when going 
west, for the king lay little more than fifty miles to the east 
of Berlin. Although there was no absolute occasion for great 
speed, Fergus rode fast, and on the tenth day after leaving 
Minden arrived at the royal camp. The king was unaffectedly 
glad to see him. 

‘You have been more fortunate than I have,” he said; 
“vou have been taking part in a victory, while I have been 
suffering a defeat. I should lke to have seen Minden. That 
charge of your countrymen was superb. Nothing finer was 
ever done. ash, perhaps; but it is by rashness that victory 
is often won. Had it not been done, one would have said that 
it was impossible for six battalions in line to hurl back again 
and again the charges of ten thousand fine cavalry. But the 
British division at Fontenoy showed us, not many years ago, 
that the British infantry now are as good as they were under 
Marlborough. I would give much if I had twenty thousand 
of them here with my Prussians ; it would be the saving of us. 
Did Ferdinand send you back, or did you ask to come?” 

‘“T asked leave to come, sire. I thought that your staff 
must-have suffered heavily, and that I might be more useful 
here than with the duke.” 

“Much more useful, major, and indeed I am glad to have 
you with me. You have youth and good spirits, and good 
spirits are very scarce here. Have you heard the last news %” 

‘“‘T have heard no news since I left Berlin, sire.” 

‘Dresden is lost. Schmettau surrendered it, and that when 
relief was but within ten miles of him. The place should have 
held out for a month at least. It is incredible; however, I 
will have it back again before long, and at any rate it is one 
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place less to guard. I should not have cared so much if the 
Austrians had taken it, but that that wretched Confederate 
army, even though they had ten Austrian battalions with them, 
should have snatched it from me, is heart-breaking. However, 
they have but the capital, and it will take them some time 
before they can do more.” 

Fink, who had been sent off with six or seven thousand men 
to aid Wunsch to relieve Dresden on the day before the news 
of its fall came, did much. He and his fellow-commander 
failed in their first object, but they were not idle, for they 
recaptured Leipzig and other towns that the Confederate army 
had taken, and snatched all Saxony, save Dresden, from its 
clutches. 

Schmettau was relieved of his command and never again 
employed. He had certainly failed in firmness, but Frederick’s 
own letter to him, which had never been cancelled, afforded 
him the strongest ground of believing that there was no chance 
of his being relieved. His record up to this time had been 
excellent, and he was esteemed as being one of Frederick’s best 
generals. fF rederick’s harshness to him was at the time con- 
sidered to have been excessive. The king, however, always 
expected from his generals as much as he himself would have 
accomplished in the same circumstances, and failure to obtain 
success was always punished. After the dismissal of his brother 
and heir from his command the king was not likely to forgive 
failure in others. 

The time was a most anxious one for him. He had nothing 
to do but to wait, and for once he was well content to do so, 
for every day brought winter nearer, every week would render 
the victualling of the hostile armies more difficult, and delay 
was therefore all in his favour. Messenger after messenger 
was sent to Prince Henry, urging him to make every possible 
effort to make his way through or round the cordon of Aus- 
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trian and Russian posts, eighty miles long and fifty or sixty 
broad, that intervened between them. 

In the evenings the king was accustomed to put aside re- 
solutely his military troubles, and passed his time chiefly in 
the society of the British ambassador, Earl Marischal Keith, 
and the young Scottish aide-de-camp, with occasionally one or 
two Prussian officers. One evening, when Fergus had been 
sent with an order to a portion of the force lying some miles 
away, Sir John Mitchell said to the king: 

‘“‘T have been talking with the Earl Marischal over young 
Drummond’s affairs, your majesty. As you know, his father’s 
estates were sequestrated after the battle of Culloden, where 
he himself fell. I am writing a despatch to Pitt, saying that 
Drummond’s son has been serving under your majesty through 
the war, and has greatly distinguished himself, and have asked 
him to annul the sequestration upon the ground that this 
young officer has done very valiant service to your majesty, 
and so to the allied cause, giving a list of the battles at which 
he has been present, and saying that the Duke of Brunswick 
had, in his report of the battle of Minden to you, spoken 
highly of the services he rendered him. If you would add a 
line in your own hand endorsing my request, it would greatly 
add to its weight.” 

“That I will readily do,” the king said. ‘I will write a 
short letter which you can inclose in your own despatch.” And 
sitting down at once he wrote: 


The King of Prussia most warmly endorses the request of his 
excellency Sir John Mitchell. Not only has Major Fergus Drummond 
shown exceptional bravery upon several occasions, which resulted in 
his promotion to the rank of major with unprecedented rapidity, but 
he saved the king’s life at the battle of Zorndorf, meeting and over- 
throwing three Russian cavalrymen who attacked him. It would, 
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therefore, give the king very great satisfaction if the English minister 
would grant the request made on Major Drummond's behalf by his 
excellency the English ambassador. 


“Thank you very much,” the latter said, as he read the 
note Frederick handed him. ‘TI have no doubt that this will 
be effectual. Culloden is now a thing of the past. There are 
many Scottish regiments in the English king’s service, and 
many acts of clemency have of late been shown to those who 
took part in the rebellion, and I cannot doubt that Pitt will at 
once act upon your request. However, I shall say nothing to 
Drummond on the subject until I hear that his father’s estates 
have been restored to him.” 

As day after day passed the king became more anxious as to 
the position of Prince Henry. That energetic officer had in- 
deed been busy, and by threatening an attack upon Daun’s 
magazines had compelled the Austrian commander to move 
to Bautzen for their protection, and finally to make a decided 
effort to crush his active and annoying foe. Gathering a great 
force in the neighbourhood of Prince Henry’s camp, he pre- 
pared to attack him on the morning of September 22nd, but 
when morning came Prince Henry had disappeared. At eight 
o'clock on the previous evening he had marched twenty miles 
to Rothenburg. 

The retreat was superbly conducted. It was necessary to 
move by several roads, but the whole of the baggage, artillery, 
and troops arrived punctually the next morning at Rothen- 
burg just at the hour when Daun’s army moved down to the 
attack of the camp where he had been the evening before. 
Austrian scouting parties were sent out in all directions, but 
no certain news could be obtained as to the direction of the 
Prussian march. The baggage-waggons had been seen moving 
here and there, but it was four days before Daun was able to 
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learn for certain what had become of him, having until then 
believed that he must have made for Glogau to join Frederick. 
Henry had, however, gone in an entirely different direction; 
after ordering three hours’ rest at Rothenburg he marched 
west, and arrived at early morning at Klitten, eighteen miles 
from his last halting-place. 

Starting again after another three hours’ halt he marched 
twenty miles farther, still straight to the west, and fell upon 
General Weyler, who with thirty-three thousand men occupied 
the last Austrian position to be passed. That officer had not 
the slightest idea of any possibility of attack from the east, the 
whole Austrian army stood between him and Frederick on the 
north-east, and Prince Henry on the south-east. He was there- 
fore taken altogether by surprise. Six hundred of his men 
were killed, and he himself with twenty-eight field-officers and 
seventeen hundred and eighty-five other officers and men 
taken prisoners. 

This march of fifty hours, in which an army with the whole 
of its baggage traversed fifty-eight miles through a country 
occupied by enemies, is one of the most remarkable on record, 
and completely changed the whole situation of the campaign. 
There was nothing for Daun to do, if he would not lose Dresden 
and the whole of Saxony again, but to follow Prince Henry. 
This movement completed the dissatisfaction of his Russian 
ally Soltikoff, who had been already sorely worried and _ har- 
assed by Frederick ever since Daun had moved away to defend 
his magazines and crush Prince Henry, and now, seeing that 
his own food-supply was likely to fail him, he marched away 
with his army into Poland. 

The king was at this time, to his disgust and indignation, 
laid up for six weeks with the gout, but as soon as he was 
better he set off to join Prince Henry. Daun was slowly 


falling back, and had he been let alone Dresden might have 
(1 393) U 
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been recaptured and the campaign come to a triumphant 
ending. Unfortunately Frederick was not content to leave 
well alone, and sent Fink with seventeen thousand men to 
Maxim to cut off Daun’s retreat into Bohemia, intending him- 
self to attack him in front. Daun for once acted with decision, 
attacked Fink with twenty-seven thousand men, and although 
the Prussians fought with most obstinate bravery, they were 
surrounded, battered by the Austrian artillery, while they 
themselves, having no guns with which to make reply, were 
forced to surrender. Some had already made their way off, 
but in killed, wounded, and prisoners, the loss was fully twelve 
thousand men. 

Frederick threw the blame upon Fink, but most unjustly; 
that officer had followed out the orders given him, and had 
done all that man could do to hold the position that he was 
commanded to take up, and the disaster was wholly due to 
Frederick’s own rashness in placing so small a force, and that 
without artillery, where they could be attacked by the whole 
Austrian army. fF ink, after his release at the conclusion of 
the peace three years later, was tried by court-martial and 
sentenced to a year’s imprisonment. 

This disaster entirely altered the situation. Daun instead 
of continuing his retreat to Bavaria advanced to occupy Saxony, 
and drove General Dierocke across the Elbe, taking fifteen 
hundred of his men prisoners. Frederick, however, barred the 
way farther, and six weeks later both armies went into winter 
quarters, Daun still holding Dresden and the strip of country 
between it and Bohemia, but the rest of Saxony being as far 
out of his reach as ever. 

The last six weeks of the campaign was a terrible time 
for all. Frederick himself had lived in a little cottage in the 
small town of Freyburg, and even after the armies had settled 
down in their cheerless quarters, he still made several attempts 
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to drive the Austrians out, having received a reinforcement 
of ten thousand men from Duke Ferdinand. These efforts 
were in vain. ‘The ten thousand, however, on their way to 
join the king, had struck a heavy blow at one of his bitterest 
enemies, the Duke of Wiirtemberg, who had twelve thousand 
of his own men with one thousand cavalry at Fulda. The duke 
had ordered a grand ball to be held, and great celebrations of 
joy at the news of the Austrian victory at Maxim, but on the 
very day on which these things were to take place, Ferdinand’s 
men fell upon him suddenly, scattered his army in all direc- 
tions, took twelve hundred prisoners, and sent the duke with 
such of his troops as had escaped back to Wiirtemberg again, 
his subjects, who were largely Protestants, rejoicing hugely 
over his discomfiture. On the day on which Maxim was 
fought, Admiral Hawke with a small squadron utterly de- 
feated the French fleet that was to convey an invading army 
to England. France herself was getting as short of cash as 
Prussia, and in November it became necessary to declare a 
temporary bankruptcy, and the king setting the example, all 
nobles and others possessing silver plate sent them to the mint 
to be coined into money. 

So eager was the king to take advantage of any openings 
the Austrians might give for attack, that although so near 
Dresden, Fergus was unable to carry out his promise to the 
Count Eulenfurst to pay him a visit, for he was kept con- 
stantly employed, and could not ask for leave. Early in April 
the king sent for him; the English ambassador was present, 
but Earl Marischal Keith had gone away on a mission. 

‘“T have two pieces of news for you, major,” the king said 
pleasantly. ‘In the first place, it is now getting on for two 
years since you did me that little service at Zorndorf, and since 
then you have ever been zealously at work. Others have gone 
up in rank, and it is time that you had another step; there- 
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fore, from to-day you are colonel. No man in. the army has 
better deserved promotion, and indeed you ought to have 
had it after you returned from Brunswick’s army, where, as the 
duke’s despatches told me, you had rendered excellent service. 
So many officers of rank have fallen since then, that promotion 
has been rapid, and it is high time that you obtained the step 
that you so well deserve. ‘The other piece of news is for Sir 
John Mitchell to tell you, for it is to his good offices that it 1s 
due.” 

“Very partially so, your majesty,” said the ambassador. 
“Tt is like enough that Pitt would not have troubled to take 
action on my recommendation only, had it not been that you 
so strongly backed my request that in fact it became one from 
yourself; therefore it is for you to give him the news.” 

‘As you please,” the king said. ‘ Well, then, Drummond, 
his excellency and your cousin the Marischal put their heads 
together, and his excellency sent a warm letter to the English 
minister saying that you had rendered such services to his 
sovereign’s ally that he prayed that the sequestration of your 
father’s estates should be annulled. I myself added a memo- 
randum saying that, as you had saved my life at Zorndorf, and 
rendered me other valuable services, | should view it as a per- 
sonal favour if his request was granted. The thing would have 
been managed in a couple of days in this country, but in 
England it seems that matters move more slowly, and his 
excellency has only to-day received an official intimation that 
the affair has been completed, and that your father’s estates 
have been restored to you.” 

Fergus was for the moment completely overwhelmed. He 
had never thought for a moment that the estate would ever be 
restored, and the sudden news following that of his promotion 
completely overwhelmed him. It was of his mother rather 
than of himself that he thought. He himself had been too 
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young to feel keenly the change in their life that followed 
Culloden; but although his mother had borne her reverses 
bravely, and he had never heard a complaint or even a regret 
cross her lips, he knew that the thought that he would never 
be chief of their brave clansmen, and that these had no longer 
a natural leader and protector, was very bitter to her. 

“Your majesty is too good. Your excellency—” and he 
stopped. 

“T know what you would say,” the king said kindly, “and 
there is no occasion to say it. I have only paid some of the 
debt I owe you, and his excellency’s thought gave me well- 
nigh as much pleasure as it does you. Now, be off to your 
camp. You see, Sir John, between us we have done what the 
Austrians and Russians have never managed between them— 
I mean, we have shaken Colonel Drummond’s presence of 
mind. There, go along with you, we have matters to talk 
over together.” 

Fergus saluted almost mechanically, bowed gratefully to 
Mitchell, and then left the room in a whirl of emotion. To be 
the head of his clan again was to him a vastly greater matter 
than to be a colonel in even the most renowned and valiant 
army in Europe. 

Of the estates he thought for the moment but little, except 
that his mother would now be able to give up her petty 
economies and her straitened life, and to take up the station 
that had been hers until his father’s death. There was another 
thought too, that of Countess Thirza Eulenfurst. Hitherto 
he had resolutely put that from him. It was not for him, a 
soldier of fortune, without a penny beyond his pay, to aspire 
to the hand of a rich heiress. It was true that many Scottish 
adventurers in foreign services had so married, but this had 
seemed a thing altogether beyond him. He had rendered a 
service to her father, and they had in consequence been most 
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kind to him, but he had thought that it would be only a poor 
return for their kindness, for him to aspire to their daughter’s 
hand. 

He had put the matter even more resolutely aside, because 
once or twice the count had said things that might be construed 
as hints that he should not regard such an act as presumptuous. 
He had spoken not unapprovingly of the marriages of ladies 
of high rank to men who had rendered great services to the 
countries for which they had fought, and said that, with such 
ample means as Thirza would possess, there would be no need 
for him to seek for a wealthy match for her. Thirza herself 
had evinced lively pleasure whenever he went to see them, and 
deep regret when he left them, while her colour rose sometimes 
when he came upon her suddenly; but these indications that 
he was not altogether indifferent to her, had but determined 
him more resolutely to abstain from taking advantage of the 
gratitude she felt for the service he had rendered. Now, it 
seemed to him that the news he had heard had somewhat 
changed the position. 

He was no longer a penniless soldier. It was true that the 
Drummond estates were as nothing by the side of the broad 
lands owned by her father; but at least now he was in the 
position of a Scottish gentleman of fair means and good stand- 
ing, who could dispense with wealth on the part of a bride, and 
had a fair home and every comfort to offer to one in his native 
land. That he had, too, obtained the rank of colonel in the 
Prussian army by service in many a desperate battle distinctly 
added to his position. Thus in every respect the news that he 
had received was in the highest degree gratifying to him. 
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ENGAGED. 


N the following day Sir John Mitchell handed to Fergus 
the official documents respecting the restoration of the 
estates, and after taking copies of the same, Fergus wrote a long 
letter to his mother inclosing the official papers, Mitchell having 
offered to send the packet home with his despatches. Fergus 
was glad to get the documents sent off in this way—by which, 
indeed, he had sent the greater part of his letters to his 
mother—the post being so uncertain and insecure that there 
was no trusting it; and although his mother’s replies were 
always sent to the care of the ambassador, a large number of 
them were lost in the transit. 

Early in April Fergus suddenly broke down. His work had 
been almost incessant; the cold in the tent had at night 
been extreme, and having been wetted to the skin one day 
when a sudden thaw came on, his clothes had been frozen stiff 
when at nightfall the frost returned with even greater severity 
than before. In spite of the cloaks and blankets that Karl 
heaped upon his bed he shivered all night, and in the morning 
hot fits came on. The king’s surgeon, coming in to see him, 
pronounced that the chill had resulted in what was probably 
rheumatic fever. He was at once carried to a hospital some 
miles in the rear. This was crowded with officers and men 
suffering from the effects of their hardships, but a room was 
assigned to him in a house close by that had been taken for the 
use of Officers of distinction. 

Here for two months he lay helpless and at times delirious. 
Karl sat up with him almost night and day, taking two or 
three hours’ sleep occasionally on the floor, but starting up 
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whenever his master moved or spoke. Sir John Mitchell rode 
over several times to see him, and the king’s own surgeon 
went over twice a week. These visits, however, both ceased 
three weeks after he entered the hospital, the king’s army 
having rapidly marched away. At the end of June he was out 
and able to sit in the sun in the garden. 

“How long shall I be before I am fit for duty again?” he 
asked the surgeon two days later. 

“Six weeks or two months, it will be fully that time before 
you can regain your strength. In a month, no doubt, you will 
be able to sit a horse, but I should say that it would be quite 
twice that time before you will be fit to perform the work 
that falls to your lot on the king’s staff. You want to have 
quiet, and at the same time you need pleasant company. The 
worst thing you can possibly do is to worry and fret yourself: 
instead of bringing things about sooner it will only delay them. 
What you have to do is to bask in the sun, eat and drink as 
much as you can, and take life pleasantly. 

“There is one thing, you have nothing to grieve about that 
you are not with the king. He is marching hither and thither 
with wonderful celerity, but do what he will he cannot induce 
either Daun or Lacy to give battle, though together they are 
three to one against him. Whenever he approaches they 
simply shut themselves up in impregnable places, erect 
palisades and batteries, and hope that he will dash himself 
against them, which he is not likely to do.” 

Fergus found that Frederick, when he marched, had left 
behind a force sufficient to check any attempt that the Austrian 
garrison of Dresden might make towards the north, but that 
at present all was quiet, the enemy venturing on no aggressive 
movements, never knowing when the king might suddenly 
pounce down upon them. 

He found that there was no attempt made to blockade the 
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town; no carts with provisions were allowed to pass in from the 
north side, but on the west there was free ingress and egress, 
there being no Prussian troops in that direction. Fergus 
therefore hired a peasant to carry a letter for him to Count 
Eulenfurst, explaining how it was that he had been unable 
to get leave during the winter, and that for the last two 
months and a half he had been laid up in the hospital. 

Three days later a carriage drove up to the house, the count 
himself leapt out and hurried across the garden to where 
Fergus was sitting. 

“This is indeed kind of you, count,” Fergus said as he 
rose. 

“By no means, Drummond. I only wish that we had known 
your situation before. You should have got someone to write 
if you could not do it yourself. We were not surprised at 
your not visiting us in the winter, for with both armies on the 
alert we knew that in the first place you were busy, and pro- 
bably not able to get leave of absence, and in the next place 
you could hardly have got in. You can imagine the concern 
we felt when your letter reached us yesterday evening. Of 
course I determined to start at once. You must indeed have 
had a hard time of it, for you have fallen away so much that 
I should hardly have known you.” 

‘“T have picked up very much in the last fortnight, count, 
and I hope in another month to be something like myself 
again, though the doctor insists that I shall not be fit for cam- 
paigning work for double that time.” 

“Well, I have come to take you back with me. The countess 
asks me to tell you that if you do not come at once she will 
drive hither with two or three of her maids and establish 
herself as your nurse. It will not be a very long drive, for I 
am well known to the Austrians, and have a pass from the 
governor to go through their lines when I please, and to visit 
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a small estate I have thirty miles to the north. And no doubt 
you can get a similar pass for us to leave your lines.” 

‘‘T should like nothing so much, count; but might I not get 
you into trouble if it were known that you had one of the 
king’s officers at your house ?” 

“Tn the first place no one would know it, and in the second 
place I don’t think that I should get into any trouble were it 
found out. It is not a Prussian officer that I shall be enter- 
taining, still less a spy, but a dear friend who is an invalid 
and needs care. As everyone knows what you did for me, the 
excuse would be ample. Moreover, it happens that Governor 
Maguire is a personal friend of mine, and I shall call upon him 
and tell him that I have a sick friend staying with me, and, 
without letting him know who you are, say that I give him my 
word of honour that you will, while with me, remain in the 
grounds, and will make no inquiries concerning his fortifica- 
tions and plans of defence. He will understand what I mean, 
and if anyone should make a report to him it will at any rate 
cause no trouble, though I do not say that he might not feel 
obliged to give me notice that you had best go. Well, for 
to-day I will remain here and rest my horses, and to-morrow 
morning we will start early. Ah! I see you have your hench- 
man still with you; he, like yourself, has escaped both Austrian 
and French bullets. 

“Well, Karl,” he went on as the soldier came up, “you don’t 
seem to have managed to keep your master out of mischief.” 

“No, count; but it was not my fault, it was the fault of those 
horses you gave him.” 

‘Why, how was that, Karl ?” 

“Well, sir, the colonel was the best mounted man on the 
king’s staff, and however hard he worked the horses they 
always seemed to keep in good condition. So that, whenever 
there was anything to be done it was sure to be, Colonel Drum- 
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mond, please go here or go there; he was always on horseback, 
and so at last he broke down. Anyone else would have broken 
down months before, but he never seemed to know what it 
was to be tired.” 

‘What, have you got another step, Drummond?” the count 
said, smiling at the soldier’s tone of discontent. 

“Yes, count. It is not for anything particular this time, 
but for what I may call general services. You are going to 
have an easy time of it now, Karl. Count Eulenfurst is kindly 
going to take me off and nurse me for a bit, and you will 
have to stay here and look after the horses until I return. It 
would not be safe for you to accompany me, and I think you 
want a rest as much as | want nursing. Why, for two months, 
count, this good fellow never took off his coat, and I don't 
think he ever slept an hour at a time. I have never once 
called when he was not there to answer.” 

“TY did what I could,” Karl growled, ‘‘ but 1t was not much. 
The colonel has always looked well after me, and the least I 
could do was to look after him when he wanted it. Jam very 
glad he is going with you, sir. It is dull enough for him here, 
and I am sure he will get on much faster under your care and 
the ladies’ than he would do moping about in this place.” 

Fergus wrote a note to the general of the division, and Karl 
returned with a pass authorizing Count Eulenfurst’s carriage 
to pass through the lines at any time. 

“There is one difficulty I have not thought of, count. I have 
no civilian clothes. Those I brought with me were left in the 
magazine at Dresden when I first marched away, and there 
they have been ever since; but, indeed, even if I had them I 
do not think that they would fit me, seeing that I have grown 
some four inches in height since I came out, and at least as 
much more round my shoulders.” 

“T thought of that,” the count said, ‘and have brought with 
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me a suit from Dresden that will, I think, fit you as well as an 
invalid’s clothes can be expected to fit.” 

The next morning an early start was made. No difficulties 
were encountered on the way, and although sundry detours 
had to be made, they reached the count’s house after a three- 
hours’ drive. ‘Thirza ran down to meet them as the count 
drove up, and she gave a little cry of surprise and pity as the 
count helped Fergus to alight. 

‘‘T shall soon be better, countess,” he said with a smile as he 
held out his hand. “Iam quite a giant in strength compared 
with what I was a fortnight ago, but just at present I am a 
little tired after the drive.” 

“You look dreadfully bad,” the girl said. ‘Still, I hope we 
shall soon bring you round again. My father said you would 
be back with him about this time, and we shall begin by giving 
you some soup at once.” 

As they entered the hall the countess herself came down. 

‘Welcome back again! I may say, I hope, welcome home 
again, Major Drummond!” 

‘‘Colonel Drummond,” the count corrected. ‘He is one of 
Frederick’s colonels now.” 

“T congratulate you,” she went on, “though just at present 
you certainly do not look a very formidable colonel. How- 
ever, we will soon build you up; but don’t try to talk now. I 
see the journey has been almost too much for you. In here, 
please. I thought you had better take something before you 
climbed the stairs.” 

A meal was laid in a room leading off the hall, and after a 
basin of soup and a couple of glasses of Rhine wine, Fergus 
felt much better. 

“That is right,” the count said. ‘You have now got a 
tinge of colour in your cheeks. Come, Thirza, you must not 
look so woebegone because our knight is pulled down a bit. 
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Invalids want a cheerful face, and unless you brighten up I 
shall not intrust any of the nursing duties to you.” 

Thirza tried to smile, but the attempt was a very forced one. 

“Tt has been a surprise,” she said quietly, but with an 
evident effort. ‘ You see I have always seen Colonel Drum- 
mond looking so strong and bright. Though I knew that he 
had been very ill, somehow I did not expect to see him like 
this.” 

“But I can assure you I am better,” Fergus said laughing. 
“T did feel done when we arrived, but I can assure you that 
is not my normal state, and being here among you all will 
very soon effect a transformation. In a very short time you 
will see that I shall refuse altogether to be treated as an invalid, 
and my nurse’s post will be a sinecure.” 

“Now you had better go and he down and get a sleep for 
two or three hours,” the countess said decidedly. ‘* You will 
have your old bedroom, and we have fitted up the next room 
as a sitting-room. We know a good many of the Austrian and 
Confederate officers, and of an afternoon and evening they 
often drop in; and although we are not afraid of questions, it 
will be more pleasant for you to have a place of your own. 
Still, I hope you will be able to be out in the garden behind the 
house the best part of the day under the trees; you would be 
as safe from interruption there as if you were a hundred miles 
away from Dresden. We have arranged that Thirza shall 
have chief charge of you out there, while the count and I will 
look after you while you are in the house.” 

Fergus obediently lay down and slept for some hours. 

As the countess had arranged he rang his ‘bell on waking, 
and hearing from the servant who answered it that there were 
no visitors downstairs, he went down. The count had gone 
out, but the countess and Thirza went out into the grounds 
with him, and he found that in a quiet and shady corner a 
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sofa had been placed for his use, with a table and two or three 
chairs. The countess remained chatting with him until a ser- 
vant came out to say that three Austrian officers had called, 
and she went in, leaving him to the charge of Thirza. For 
two or three hours they talked together, and were then joined 
by the count and countess, when Fergus told them the piece of 
good fortune that had befallen him by recovering his father’s 
estates. They were greatly pleased and interested. 

“And are they extensive?” the count asked. 

They are extensive,” he said, “if taken by acreage, but if 
calculated by the revenue that they bring in they would seem 
small to you; but at any rate they suffice to make one wealthy 
in Scotland. The large proportion of it is mountain and 
moorland; but as the head of my clan I shall hold a position 
far above what is represented by the income. Two hundred 
men were ready to draw sword at my father’s orders, and to 
follow him in battle. I don’t know that here in Germany 
you can quite understand the ties that bind the members of a 
clan to their head. They do not regard him as tenants regard 
a lord, but rather as a protector, a friend, and even a rela- 
tion. All disputes are carried to him for arbitration; the 
finest trout from the stream, the fattest buck from the hills, 
are sent to him as an offering. 

‘They draw their swords at his bidding, and will die for 
him in battle. To them he is a sort of king, and they would 
obey his orders were he to tell them to rise in rebellion. The 
feeling is to some extent dying out, and since Culloden the 
power of the clans has greatly abated. Nevertheless, some of 
the Highland regiments in our army were raised by chiets 
wholly from their own clansmen. In many respects this 
restoration of my inheritance changes my position altogether. 
As I told you the last time I was here, I shall stop until this 
terrible war is over. The king has been most kind and 
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gracious to me, and to leave before the struggle is over I 
should feel to be an act of desertion. Once the sword is 
sheathed I intend to return to Scotland, for I should not care 
to remain in the service when there is nought but life in garri- 
son to look forward to. Moreover, the strength of the army 
would, of course, be largely diminished at once. What I should 
do afterwards I know not. Perhaps I might obtain a com- 
mission in our own army, for there are always opportunities of 
seeing service in America, India, or elsewhere under the British 
flag. More likely I shall, at any rate for a time, remain at 
home. My mother has no other child, and it is a lonely life 
indeed for her.” 

“Do you not think of settling here?” 

‘‘What is there for me to do, count, outside the army? I 
could not turn merchant, for I should assuredly be bankrupt 
at the end of the first month, nor could I well turn cultivator 
when I have no land to dig. Now, however, my future is 
determined for me, and a point that has, I own, troubled me 
much has been decided without an effort on my part.” 

The conversation was continued for some little time, the 
count asking many questions about Fergus’s ancestral home, 
the scenery, and mode of life. Fergus noticed that Thirza 
took no part in the conversation, but sat still and looked, he 
thought, pale. 

The days succeeded each other quietly and uneventfully, 
and Fergus gained strength rapidly, so that in the middle of 
July he began to feel that he was again fit for service. One 
evening he was sitting alone in the garden with the count, 
when the latter said to him: 

“You remember our conversation on the first evening of 
our coming here, as to the impossibility of your doing 
anything did you remain out here after leaving the army. 
There was one solution to which you did not allude. Many 
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Scottish and Irish soldiers, both in this country, in France, 
Austria, and Germany, have married well. Why should you 
not do the same?” 

Fergus was silent for a minute, and then he said: 

“Yes, count, but they continued in the service, rose to the 
rank of generals, and, as in the case of my cousin Keith, to that 


of marshal.” 
‘But you might do the same if you remained in the army,” 
the count said. ‘You are assuredly by far the youngest 


colonel in it, you are a favourite of the king’s, and might hope 
for anything.” 

‘“T am afraid, count, I have too much of our Scottish feeling 
of independence, and should not, therefore, like to owe every- 
thing to a wife.” 

“The feeling is creditable if not carried too far,” the count 
said. ‘‘You have a position that is a most honourable one; 
you have made your name famous in the army, where brave 
men are common; you possess the qualities of youth, a splendid 
physique, and—I don’t wish to flatter you—a face that might 
win any woman’s fancy. There are none, however placed, who 
might not be proud of such a son-in-law.” 

“You judge everyone by yourself, count,” Fergus said 
slowly. ‘‘ You overrate my qualities, and forget the fact that 
I am after all but a soldier of fortune.” 

‘Then you never thought of such a thing?” 

Fergus was silent for a minute, and then said: 

“We may think of many things, count, that we know in our 
hearts are but fancies which will never be realized.” 

‘Let us suppose a case,” the count said. ‘Let us take a 
case like mine. You did me an inestimable service; you cer- 
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tainly saved my life, and the lives of several others, includ- 
ing, perhaps, those of my wife and daughter. The latter has 
constantly heard your name associated with deeds of valour. 
Would it be improbable that she should feel a depth of 
gratitude that would, as she grew, increase into a warmer 
feeling; while you, on your part, might entertain a liking for 
her? Would it be such an out-of-the-way thing for you to 
come to me and ask her hand? or an out-of-the-way thing that 
I should gladly give her to you?” 

“It may not seem so to you, count,” Fergus said quietly, 
“but it has seemed so tome. I understand what you are so 
generously saying, but even with such encouragement I can 
scarce dare to ask what seems to me so presumptuous a 
question. For four years now this house has been as a home 
to me, and it was but natural that as your daughter grew 
up I should have grown to love her. I have told myself 
hundreds of times that it would be indced a base return for 
your kindness were J to try to steal her heart, and never have 
I said a single word to her that I would not have said aloud 
had you and her mother been present. During the month 
that I have been here now I have struggled hard with myself, 
thrown with her, as I have been, for hours every day. But I 
have made up my mind that no word should ever pass my 
lips, and if it has done so now, it is because you have drawn 
it from me.” 

‘“T am glad that I have done so,” the count said gravely. 
“For the last two years I have hoped that this might be so, 
for in no other way could I repay our debt of gratitude to 
you. I cannot tell what Thirza’s thoughts are, but there have 


been three suitors for her hand this year, any of whom might 
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well, in point of means and character, have been considered 
suitable; but when I spoke to her she laughed at the idea, 
and though she said nothing, I gathered that her love was 
already given. As my only child, her happiness is my first 
consideration. As to the question of means, it is absurd to 
mention them, for did she marry the wealthiest noble she 
could desire no more than she will have. I told you the first 
time you came to us after that terrible night that we should 
always regard you as one of ourselves. We have done so; 
and I can assure you that her mother and I desire nothing 
better for her. or your sake [am glad that you have come 
into this Scottish estate, but for my own I care nothing for 
it, and, indeed, am in one respect sorry, for you will naturally 
wish that, for a part of the time each year, she should reside 
there with you. Now, that has not been so dreadful, has it?” 

“Not in any way, count, and I thank you with all my heart 
for your kindness. My feeling for your daughter has grown 
up gradually, and it was not until I was last here that I re- 
cognized how much I cared for her. I then, when I went 
away, resolved it would be better for me not to return, at 
any rate not to stay here again until I heard that she was 
married. It is true that I talked of paying you a visit 
even were Dresden captured, but I knew that when the 
time came I should be able to find excuses for not doing so. 
During the time that I was laid up with fever she was ever in 
my mind, but the necessity for my remaining away from here 
only impressed itself more and more strongly upon me. Then 
you appeared and carried me off. I could not refuse to come 
without giving my reason, but I fully determined that in no 
way, by look or word, would I allow her to see that I regarded 
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her other than as the daughter of my kind host. I have had 
a hard fight to keep that resolution, for each day my feelings 
have grown stronger and stronger, and I had resolved that 
before I left I would own to you, not my presumption, for I 
have not presumed, but my weakness, and ask you to press 
me no more to come here until your daughter was married.” 

“You have acted just as I should have expected from you, 
Drummond. The great hope of the countess and myself has 
been to see Thirza happily married. Fortune or position in 
a suitor have been altogether immaterial points, excepting 
that we would assure ourselves that it was not to obtain these 
that her hand was sought. From the first we have regarded 
you not only with gratitude, but with deep interest. It 
seemed to us only natural that after so strange and romantic 
a beginning to your acquaintance, Thirza should regard you 
with more than ordinary interest. To her you would be a 
sort of hero of romance. We watched you closely then, and 
found that in addition to your bravery you possessed all the 
qualities that we could desire. You were modest, frank, and 
natural. So far from making much of the service you had 
rendered us, you were always unwilling to speak of it, and 
when that could not be avoided you made as little of it as 
possible. 

“YT spoke several times of you to Marshal Keith, and he 
said that he regarded you almost as a son, and spoke in the 
highest terms of you. We saw, or fancied we saw, in the 
pleasure which Thirza betrayed when you returned after each 
of your absences, and in the anxiety which she evinced when 
battles had taken place, until I could ascertain that your name 
was not among the lists of killed and wounded, that what we 


324 WITH FREDERICK THE GREAT. 


had thought likely was taking place, and that she regarded 
you with an interest beyond that which would be excited by 
gratitude only. As to yourself and your thoughts on the 
subject, we knew nothing. We never saw anything in your 
manner to her that showed that your heart was affected. You 
chatted with her as freely and naturally as to us, and even 
since you have been here this time we have observed no change 
in you. And yet it seemed to us well-nigh impossible that a 
young soldier should be thrown so much with a girl who, 
though it is her father who says so, is exceptionally pretty and 
of charming manners, and continue to regard her with indiffer- 
ence, unless, indeed, he loved elsewhere, which we were sure 
in your case could hardly be. I had, however, like yourself, 
determined to speak on the matter before you left us, as, 
had you not felt towards her as we hoped, the countess and | 
agreed that 1t would be better for her sake that we should not 
press you to come to stay with us again until she was married. 
Iam truly glad that the matter stands as we had hoped. I 
can only repeat that there is no one to whom we could intrust 
her happiness so confidently as to you.” 

“JT will do my best to justify your confidence, count,” 
Fergus said warmly. 

“Now I will go into the house and tell my wife, and then 
we can acquaint Thirza. It is the custom here, at least among 
people of rank, for the parents first to acquaint their daughter 
with a proposal that has been made for her hand and of their 
wishes on the subject. Parental control is not carried to the 
point now that it used to be, and maidens sometimes entertain 
different opinions to those of their parents. Happily in the 
present case there is no reason to fear that Thirza will exhibit 
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any contumacy. Fortunately we are alone at dinner to-day, 
therefore do you come down a quarter of an hour before the 
usual hour, and we will get the matter formally settled.” 

When Fergus went into the drawing-room the count was 
already there. 

‘“Thirza shows no unwillingness to carry out our commands 
in this matter,” he said with a smile as he held out his 
hand to Fergus and shook it very heartily. “I pointed out 
to her that you would naturally expect her to accompany you 
every year to Scotland and to spend some months among your 
people there; she did not seem to consider that any insupport- 
able objection. In one respect, Fergus, I think that it is 
well for you that I am comparatively a young man, being 
now but forty-four, while the countess is six years younger; 
thus it may be a good many years before you will be called 
upon to assume the control of my estates, and the position 
of one of the great land-owners of Saxony. One of these 
estates will of course be Thirza’s dowry at once, but that will 
not tie you so much, and you will be freer to come and go 
as it pleases you.” 

Two or three minutes later the door opened and the countess 
entered leading Thirza by the hand. The girl advanced with 
downcast eyes until her father stepped forward and took her 
left hand, while he held the right of Fergus. 

“My daughter,” he said, “your mother and I have chosen 
for your husband Colonel Fergus Drummond. We consider 
the match to be in all ways a suitable one. We esteem him 
highly, and are convinced that he will make you happy, loving 
you, as he says, tenderly and truly. In this room where you 
first saw him, I need not recall to you the services he rendered 
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to us, and I exhort you to obey this our order, and to be a 
true and loving spouse to him.” 

The girl looked up now. “That will I, father and mother, 
and most willingly, and will always to my life’s end be a true 
and loving wife to him.” 

‘Take her, Colonel,” the count said, putting her hand into 
that of Fergus. ‘ You have won your bride fairly and well, 
and I know that you will be a worthy husband to her.” 

“That I swear to be,” Fergus said as he stooped and kissed 
her. ‘I feel how great is the boon that you have given me, 
and shall, to my life’s end, be deeply thankful to you both for 
the confidence which you have placed in me, in thus intrusting 
her to my care. And to you, Thirza, do I swear to be a loving 
husband to the end of my life.” 

“And now,” the count said, “we will leave these young 
people till the bell rings,” and taking the countess’s hand he led 
her into the next room. The ten minutes that passed before 
the signal for dinner was given, sufficed to do much to lessen the 
awkwardness of the occasion, and Fergus was heartily grate- 
ful to the count for having left them to themselves for that 
short time. The dinner passed off as usual, the count chatting 
gaily, while Fergus attempted with indifferent success to fol- 
low him. Thirza was very silent, but her cheeks were flushed 
and her eyes radiant with happiness. 

It did not escape the attention of the servants who waited, 
that instead of, as usual, leading down the countess while the 
count brought down his daughter, this time the count and his 
wife had come down first, followed by Fergus and the young 
countess, nor were they slow to notice Thirza’s flushed face. 
The count’s household had been deeply interested in the visits 


Wife ug hi 


* ty 
tee 
: 


Z 
Y 


ysl aa jlo” 


M 393 
**TAKE HER, DRUMMOND, YOU HAVE WON YOUR BRIDE FAIRLY AND WELL. ’ 


ENGAGED. 327 


of Fergus. The women had always been unanimous in their 
opinion that they would all have been murdered by the 
marauders, had it not been for his interposition, and had also 
agreed that the most proper thing in the world, after what 
had happened, would be that the young countess should some 
day marry this brave young officer. [ach time that he had 
come during the last four years they had watched and hoped 
that they should hear that this was coming about, but hitherto 
they had been terribly disappointed, and had almost agreed 
that if nothing came of this long visit nothing would ever 
come of it. The news, therefore, brought down by the men- 
servants excited a lively interest. 

“J said all along that it would be so some day,” one of the 
women exclaimed. “The countess would never have allowed 
our young lady to be out in the garden every afternoon if she 
and the count had not been willing that there should be a 
match, and I am sure I don’t see how he could help falling in 
love with the young countess.” 

“Nor she with him,” another woman added. ‘“ He is the 
pleasantest-looking young gentleman I have ever seen, and 
we know that he is one of the bravest; and though he is a 
Prussian officer, there is not a bit of stiffness about him. 
Well, I only hope it is true.” 

“T would not count on it too much,” one of the older women 
said. “You never can take men folks’ opinions on such 
matters. J am sure any of us would know with half an eye, 
if we saw them together, how matters stood; but as for men, 
they are as blind as bats in such matters. Still, the fact that 
he took the young countess down instead of our lady goes for 
something.” | 
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The next morning indeed the news was confirmed. The 
countess told her tire-woman, who had been Thirza’s nurse, 
what had happened, and in a few minutes it was known all 
over the house, and even the parties most concerned scarcely 
felt more pleasure than the women of the count’s establish- 
ment. 


CHAPTER XIX. 
LIEGNITZ. 


HAVE news,” the count said when he came in to lunch, 

after he had been down into the town; “a messenger has 
come in with a despatch this morning, saying that the king 
with his army is marching hither with all speed.” 

An exclamation of alarm broke from Thirza, and one of 
surprise from Fergus. ‘They had been in the garden together 
all the morning. 

“It will be but a day or two earlier,” Fergus said in a low 
tone to her. “I told you that in three days, at the most, I 
must leave. The surgeon gave me six weeks, but I have so 
thoroughly recovered that I feel I ought to be with the king.” 
Then he raised his voice. “That is startling news indeed, count, 
but I can hardly believe that he intends to besiege Dresden. He 
has no siege-guns with him, and though, I suppose, he has as 
usual got a start of Daun, he can hardly hope to capture the 
city before the Austrians come up. At any rate, I must ride 
out and report myself, and join him as soon as he gets close. 
It is hard indeed at this moment; still, there is no question 
but that it is my duty.” 
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“T see that, and I am sure that Thirza would not wish to 
keep youfromit. As long as you area soldier, duty is the first 
thing. However, as the king is coming hither we shall doubt- 
less see you sometimes. As we are half a mile outside the 
walls, we shall be within the besieging lines.” 

“JT hope that if the king besieges, count, it will not be on 
this side, for you might be exposed to shot from the town 
batteries.” 

“If we are so, we must move beyond their range and go to 
our place at Wirzow. That is but twelve miles away; itis a 
small house, but will do very well for a time.” 

‘JT should hope, count, that there will be no occasion for 
that. The king cannot hope to lay siege in regular form, 
though he may try anassault. Slow as Daun is, he must be here 
within ten days or so of Frederick’s arrival, and it is probable 
that the march here is intended rather to draw Daun away 
from his Russian allies than with any hope of taking Dres- 
den.” 

“Will you go this afternoon ?” 

“T think that I ought to, count. If the news has come that 
Frederick is marching to besiege Dresden, he cannot be far 
away, for it is certain that he will march as fast as he can, and 
will himself follow closely on the news. “Tis plain that Lacy 
feels himself unable to oppose him, and must be falling back 
with all speed before him. If I were to report myself this 
evening as convalescent, I can join him to-morrow if I find 
that he is but a march away.” 

‘““T will take you in my carriage as before,” the count said. 
‘“T can get back here before dark.” 

Two hours later they started, Thirza consoled to some 


330 WITH FREDERICK THE GREAT. 


extent by the assurance that in all probability Fergus would 
be back again in. the course of two or three days. They found 
that the Austrian advanced posts had already been withdrawn, 
and experienced no difficulty with the Prussians, so that by five 
o'clock they arrived at the hospital, the count at once starting 
on hisreturn journey. Karl was delighted at seeing his master 
looking himself again. 

“T hardly thought that a month could do so much for you,” 
he said, “especially as you were mending but slowly before 
you went.” 

“Yes, I was a poor creature then, Karl, and I did not think 
myself that I should be really fit for work for some time to 
come; but, at any rate in such weather as this, I have no fear 
of breaking down.” 

Putting on his uniform he went to the principal medical 
officer, and reported his return and his fitness for duty. 

“You have certainly gained strength a great deal faster than 
I expected, Colonel Drummond. I don’t know that you are 
fit for any really hard work, but I suppose that you will be 
at least a week before you join the king, and by that time 
you may be able to do a fair amount of work.” 

“T fancy I shall join the king to-morrow, doctor.” 

‘To-morrow ?” the surgeon repeated in surprise. 

‘Yes, sir. Have you not heard the news? The king is 
marching with all speed this way. I do not know what his 
intention is—to force Lacy to give battle single-handed before 
Daun can arrive, or to besiege Dresden; but in the city they 
believe that they are going to be besieged.” 

“This is news indeed,” the surgeon said. ‘The scouts 
brought in word this morning that a considerable force was 
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seen coming along the road from Bautzen. It must be Lacy’s 


army.” 
‘We may be sure that the king is pretty close at his heels,” 
Fergus said. “I have no doubt that by to-morrow morning 


we shall have news of him, and I fancy that I shall not have 
far to ride to join him.” 

The opinion was justified. That evening Lacy joined the 
Confederate army in their strong position behind the gap of 
Plauen. He had been hotly chased, indeed. Frederick had 
been manceuvring to pass Daun and carry on a campaign in 
Silesia, but the Austrian general had been too cautious, and 
it was impossible to pass him without fighting, so on the 
night of the 8th he left Bautzen suddenly and silently and 
marched all night, in hopes of catching Lacy at Godau. The 
latter’s Croats, however, brought him news in time, and he at 
once retreated. 

After a short halt the Prussians pressed on for another 
eighteen miles, capturing some of Lacy’s hussars, but failing 
to come up with his main body, which, marching all that day 
and the next night, arrived near Dresden on the morning of 
the 10th, Lacy himself reaching the town the evening before. 
By Thursday evening the whole of his army had crossed 
Dresden bridge and got in safely behind Plauen, leaving ten 
thousand men to aid the four thousand in the garrison. At 
noon Fergus, hearing that, without doubt, the whole of the 
enemy had fallen back, started with Karl, and that evening 
rode into the royal camp and reported himself to the king. 

“T am glad to see you back, Drummond,” Frederick said 
heartily. ‘I have sorely missed you; and indeed when I rode 
away the accounts of you were so bad that I doubted whether 
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you would ever be able to be with me again. You don’t look 
quite yourself yet, but no doubt the air and exercise will soon 
bring you round. Have you any news 2” 

‘Lacy has left ten thousand men in Dresden, sire, and with 
the rest of his force has joined the Confederate army at 
Plauen.” 

“Just what I wished,” the king said. “It has saved mea 
long march, and we will now go straight to Dresden.” 

Uhe next day the army marched forward, circled round the 
western and southern sides of Dresden, and encamped at 
Gruna, a mile to the south-east of the city, and throughout 
the night laboured at getting up batteries. The division under 
Holstein was planted on an eminence on the other side of the 
river, across which a pontoon bridge was at once thrown. 
There was no fear of disturbance from Lacy, the united force 
of the enemy having retreated to the old Saxon camp at Pirna. 
The king, after seeing the batteries marked out, retired to bed 
early, and Fergus was able to ride round and pay a short visit 
to the count. On the 14th the batteries opened fire,—Maguire 
having refused the summons to surrender,—and continued for 
four days without making much impression upon the walls, 
the heaviest guns being only twenty-five pounders. 

On the 18th some heavy guns arrived from Magdeburg; the 
batteries were all ready for them, and as soon as they arrived 
they were set to work. Maguire burnt the suburbs outside the 
town, and answered the cannonade hotly. Finding that the 
guns on the walls did but little damage to the Prussian 
batteries, Maguire mounted two or three guns on to the leads 
of the Protestant church, and from this commanding position 
he was able to throw shot right into them. The Prussian fire 
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was at once concentrated on the church, which was speedily 
set on fire. This spread through the surrounding streets, and 
a tremendous conflagration raged for the next forty-eight 
hours. But by this time Daun, who had lost some days before 
setting out in pursuit of Frederick, was within five miles of 
the town, had driven Holstein across the river, and was in 
communication with Maguire. 

On the night of the 2lst-22nd Maguire’s garrison, led by 
General Nugent, sallied out from Dresden, while four thousand 
of Daun’s men marched round from the north side. For a 
time the assault on the Prussian intrenchments was success- 
ful, although Nugent was, on his first attack, repulsed and 
taken prisoner; but when Daun’s people arrived the regiments 
defending the trenches were driven out; then fresh battalions 
came up and drove the Austrians out, taking many prisoners. 
Daun remained passive for some days after this, and Frederick 
continued to cannonade the city until the 29th; making, how- 
ever, his preparations for departure, and going off unmolested 
by the enemy towards Meissen. 

The news reached him that Glatz, one of the barrier fort- 
resses of Silesia, had been taken by Loudon, and that the 
latter was besieging Breslau. Daun had guessed the way by 
which Frederick would retire, and had broken up the roads and 
bridges, and felled trees in the forests so as to render them 1m- 
passable, and as soon as Frederick started he moved in the 
same direction, his position so serving him that, marching by a 
road parallel to that taken by the king, he was ahead of him. 
Lacy had been warned to be prepared, and he too started with 
his army, so that the three forces moved eastward at a com- 
paratively short distance apart. Although hampered by the 
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obstacles in their way and by a train of two thousand wagons, 
the Prussians moved rapidly and covered a hundred miles in 
five days. 

Daun made what was for him prodigious efforts also, and 
kept the lead he had gained. On the 7th of August Frederick 
was thirty miles west of Liegnitz; here he halted for a day, 
and on the 9th marched to the Katzbach valley, only to find 
that Daun was securely posted on the other side of the river 
and Lacy on the hills a few miles off. The next morning 
Frederick marched down the bank of the Katzbach to Liegnitz; 
Daun keeping parallel with him on the other side of the river. 
Knowing that Daun had been joined during the night by 
Loudon, and that they were vastly too strong to be attacked, 
Frederick started at eleven at night, and at daybreak was back 
on his old camping ground. He crossed the river hoping to 
be able to fall upon Lacy, but the latter had moved off, and 
Frederick, pressing on, would have got fairly ahead of his 
enemies if it had not been for the heavy baggage-train, which 
delayed him for five hours, and by the time it came up he found 
that Lacy, Daun, and Loudon were all round him again. 

The situation seemed desperate; the army had but four days’ 
provisions left, and a scout sent out on the 12th reported that 
the roads over the hills were absolutely impassable for baggage. 
At eight o’clock the army set out again, recrossed the Katzbach 
and again made for Liegnitz, which they reached after a sixteen 
hours’ march. Here the king halted for thirty hours, and his 
three enemies gathered round him again. They were ninety 
thousand strong, while he was but thirty. Daun made elaborate 
reconnaissances, and Frederick had no doubt that he would be 
attacked that night or early the next morning. After dark the 
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army marched quietly away, and took up its position on 
the heights of Torberger, its fires being left burning brightly, 
with two drummers to beat occasionally. Daun’s and Lacy’s 
fires were clearly visible, but they, like his own, were deserted, 
both having marched to catch him, as they hoped, asleep at 
Liegnitz; but it chanced that Loudon had been ordered to take 
post just where Frederick had halted, and his troops came 
suddenly upon the Prussians in the dark. 

A battalion was despatched at once with some cannon to 
seize the crest of the Wolfiberg. Loudon, whose work was to 
prevent Frederick from flying eastward, had hurried forward, 
his scouts having informed him that a number of the Prussian 
baggage-waggons were passing, and hoped to effect a capture 
of them; and he was vastly surprised, when, instead of finding 
the baggage-guard before him, he was received with a tre- 
mendous musketry fire and volleys of case-shot. He at once 
rallied his troops, and with five battalions in front dashed 
forward. He was repulsed, but returned to the attack three 
times. He kept edging round towards the right to take 
Frederick in flank, but the Prussians also shifted their ground 
and met him. The Austrian cavalry poured down again and 
again, and fresh battalions of infantry were continually brought 
up. 

At last Loudon felt that the contest was hopeless, and fell 
back across the Katzbach. The Prussians captured six thousand 
of his men before they could get across the river, four thousand 
were killed and wounded, and ecighty-two cannons captured. 
Thus his army of thirty-five thousand strong had been wrecked 
by the Prussian left wing numbering fifteen thousand, the rest 
of the Prussian force, under Zicthen, keeping guard lest Daun 
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and Lacy should come on to aid him. Daun, however, was 
miles away intent upon catching Frederick, and did not know 
until morning that his camp had been deserted and Loudon 
beaten. As soon as he was assured of this he poured his 
cavalry across the river, but Ziethen’s cannon drove them back 
again, and he saw that, with Ziethen standing in order of battle 
in a commanding position with his guns sweeping the bridges, 
he could do nothing. Frederick remained four hours on the 
battle-field, collected five thousand muskets lying on the field, 
and with the six thousand prisoners, his wounded, and newly- 
captured cannon, marched away at nine o'clock in the morn- 
ing. 

A Russian force of twenty-four thousand still blocked the 
way; but, desirous above all things to effect a junction with 
Prince Henry, Frederick got rid of them by sending a pea- 
sant with instructions to let himself be taken by the Russians. 
The slip of paper he carried contained the words: 


Austrians totally beaten this day. Now for the Russians, dear 
brother, and swift. Do what we have agreed upon. 


The ruse had its effect. The Russian general, believing that 
Frederick and Prince Henry were both about to fall upon him, 
retreated at once, burning the bridge behind him, and the 
king pushed on to Breslau, which he reached on the 16th, 
having, thanks to the wonderful marching of his troops and 
his own talent, escaped as if by a miracle from what seemed 
certain destruction. 

For a fortnight Frederick remained encamped at a short 
distance from Breslau, waiting to see what Daun and Soltikoff 
intended to do. Daun was busy urging the Russians to come 
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on. Soltikoff was sulky that Daun had failed in all his en- 
deavours, and that the brunt of the affair was likely again to 
fall on him and his Russians. 

Hlsewhere things had gone more favourably for the king. 
Ferdinand of Brunswick had now twenty thousand British 
with him, and fifty thousand Hanoverians and Brunswickers, 
while the French army under Broglio was one hundred and 
thirty thousand strong. A check was first inflicted on the 
French at Korbach, and a few days later an English cavalry 
regiment and a battalion of Scotch infantry cut up or captured a 
brigade of French dragoons. On the 29th of July, as Frederick 
was leaving Dresden, a serious engagement took place at War- 
burg. 

Here Broglio’s rear-guard of thirty thousand infantry and 
cavalry, under the Chevalier du Muy, were attacked in the first 
place by a free corps called the British Legion, composed of 
men of many nationalities, who turned Du Muy’s right wing 
out of Warburg. Then the Prince of Brunswick fell upon the 
whole French line, and the fight was a stubborn one for two 
or three hours, Maxwell’s British brigade fighting most obsti- 
nately. They were greatly outnumbered, but were presently 
joined by Lord Granby at the head of the English cavalry, 
and these decided the battle. 

The French lost fifteen hundred killed, over two thousand 
prisoners, and their guns; the allies, twelve hundred killed and 
wounded, of whom eight hundred were British, showing how 
large a share they had taken in the fighting. 

Another good bit of news for Frederick was that Hulsen, 
whom he had left to watch the enemy in Saxony, had, with ten 


thousand men, defeated an army thirty thousand strong, who, 
( M393 ) Y 
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as they thought, had caught him ina net. The Russians had 
fallen back, but only to besiege Colbert again. Prince Henry 
was ill, but Frederick had made a junction with his army, bring- 
ing his force up to fifty thousand. During the whole of Sep- 
tember there were marchesand counter-marches, Frederick push- 
ing Daun backwards and preventing him from besieging any 
of his fortresses, and gradually cutting the Austrians from their 
magazines. General Werner on the 18th, with five thousand 
men, fell suddenly upon fifteen thousand Russians covering 
the siege of Colbert, defeated and scattered them in all direc- 
tions; the Russian army at once marched away from Colbert, 
not, however, as Frederick hoped, back to Poland, but in agree- 
ment with Daun, to make a rush on Berlin. 

One force, twenty thousand strong, crossed the Oder; the 
main body under Fermor, for Soltikoff had fallen sick, moved 
to Frankfort, while Lacy, with fifteen thousand, marched from 
Silesia. On the 3rd of October the Russian vanguard reached 
the neighbourhood of Berlin, and summoned it to surrender and 
pay a ransom of four million thalers. The garrison of twelve 
hundred strong, joined by no small part of the male population, 
took post at the gates and threw up redoubts, and Prince 
Eugene of Wiirtemberg, after a tremendous march of forty 
miles, threw himself into the city. The Russian vanguard 
drew off, until joined by Lacy. Hulsen, with nine thousand, 
had followed Lacy with all speed, and managed to throw him- 
self into Berlin before the twenty thousand Russians arrived. 
There were now fourteen thousand Prussians in the city, thirty- 
five thousand Russians and Austrians outside. The odds were 
too great. Negotiations were therefore begun with the Russian 
general Tottleben, and Berlin agreed to pay one million and 
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a half thalers in the debased coin that now served as the 
medium of circulation. 

Lacy was furious, and when he and the Russians marched 
in, his men behaved so badly that the Russians had two or three 
times to fire upon them. Saxon and Austrian parties sacked 
Potsdam and other palaces in the neighbourhood, but the 
Russians behaved admirably, and so things went on until on 
October 11th came the news that Frederick was coming. Lacy 
at once marched off with all speed towards Torgau, while 
Tottleben and the Russians made for Frankfort-on-Oder, the 
Cossacks committing terrible depredations on the march. The 
king halted when he heard that Berlin had been evacuated. 
He was deeply grieved and mortified that his capital should 
have been in the hands of the invaders even for three days, and 
his own loss from the sacking of Potsdam and other palaces 
was very heavy. However, he paid the ransom from his own 
pocket, and bitterly determined to get even with the enemy 
before winter came on. 

While Hulsen was away, the Confederate army had captured 
all the strongholds in Saxony. Daun had, as usual, advanced 
with his sixty thousand men and intended to winter in Saxony, 
but before he could get there Frederick had dashed south and 
recaptured Wittenberg and Leipzig, crossed the Elbe, and 
driven the scattered corps of the Confederate army before him. 
Prince Eugene had also hurried that way and defeated his 
brother, the reigning Duke of Wiirtemberg. Daun moved 
with the intention of aiding the Confederate army, but before 
he could reach them Hulsen had driven them across the 
mountain range into Bohemia and fell back towards Torgau. 

Long before this Fergus had received a reply from his 
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mother to his letter announcing the glad news of the restora- 
tion of the estate: 


It will be doubly dear to me, she said, as having been won 
back by your own exertions and bravery. These four years have 
been an anxious time indeed for me, Fergus, but the thought that 
you are restored to your own, as the result of what you have done, 
makes up for wt all. LI quite see that as long as the war continues 
you cannot with honour leave the king, but I cannot think that this 
war will go on very much longer, and I can watt patiently for the 
end; and, Fergus, Iam not quite sure that the end will be that you 
will quietly settle down in the glens. A mother’s eye is sharp, and 
at seems to me that that young countess near Dresden is a very con- 
spicuous figure in your letters. During the four years that you have 
been out you have not mentioned the name of any lady but her and 
her mother, and you always speak of going back there as if it were 
your German home. 

That is natural enough after the service that you have rendered 
them; still, ’tts strange that you should apparently have made the 
acquaintance of no other ladies. I don't think that you have written 
a single letter since you have been away in which you have not said 
something about this Saxon count and his family. However, even 
of it should be so, Fergus, I should not be discontented. It 1s only 
natural that you should sooner or later marry, and although I would 
rather that rt had been into a Scotch family, it is for you to choose, 
not me. IL am grateful already, very grateful for the kindness the 
family have shown you, and am quite inclined to love this pretty 
young countess, if she, on her part, ts inclined to love you. I dowt 
think I could have said so quite as heartily before I received your 
last letter, for I had a great fear that you might marry and settle down 
altogether in Germany ; but now that the estate 1s yours, and you are 
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the head of your clan, I feel sure that you will at any rate spend a 
part of your time among your own people. 

A second letter reached Fergus at the beginning of October, 
in answer to his from the camp in front of Dresden in the 
middle of July, which had been delayed much on its way, 
owing to the rapid marches of the army until it had shaken 
itself free from its pursuers after the battle of Liegnitz. 

It began: 

I congratulate you, my dear Fergus, congratulate you with all 
my heart, and tf there 1s just a shadow of regret that you should not 
have married and settled here enterely, it 1s but a small regret in 
proportion to the pleasure I feel. It 1s not even reasonable, for when 
I consented to your going abroad to take service in Prussia, I knew 
that this would probably end in your settling down there altogether, 
for it was hardly lckely that you could win a fortune that would 
admit of your coming back to live here. 

Of course, had your estate at that time been restored to you, you 
would probably not have gone at all, or tf you had done so, wt would 
have been but to stay for a few years, and see service under your 
cousin Keith, and then return to live among your own people. As 
w was there was no reason why you should greatly wish to return 
to Scotland, where you were landless, with no avenues open to 
employment. However, what you tell me, that the count and 
countess are willing that you should spend some months here every 
year, 8 far better than I could have expected or even hoped, and, 
as you may wmagine, quite reconciles me to the thought of your 
marrying abroad. In all other respects nothing could be more satis- 
factory than what you tell me. Your promised wife must be a 
charming young lady, and her father and mother the kindest of 


people. 
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Of course your worldly prospects will be vastly beyond anything 
that even my wildest dreams have ever pictured for you, and in this 
respect all my cares for you are at an end. It will be delightful 
indeed to look forward to your home-coming every year, and I con- 
sider myself in every way a fortunate woman. JI am sure that I 
shall come to love your Thirza very dearly. The only question is, when 
is the first visit to take place? Everyone says that wt does not seem 
that the war can go on very much longer, and that wonderful as the 
king’s resistance to so many enemies has been, wt cannot continue. 
However, from what you say of his determination and the spirit of 
the people, I cannot think that the end can be so near as people think. 

They have been saying nearly the same thing for the last three 
years, and yet, though everything seemed as dark as possible, he always 
extricated himself somehow from his difficulties. Besides, his enemies 
must at last get tered of a war in which, so far, they have had more 
defeats than victories, and have lavished such enormous sums of 
money. France has already impoverished herself, and Russia and 
Austria must feel the strain too. In every church here prayers are 
offered for the success of the champion of Protestantism, and I am 
sure that if he had sent Scottish officers, as Gustavus Adolphus did, 
to raise troops in Scotland, he could have obtained forty or fifty 
thousand men in a very few weeks, so excited is everyone over the 
struggle. You would be surprised what numbers of people have called 
upon me to congratulate me upon your rising to be a colonel in 
Krederick’s army, people I have never seen before; and I can assure 
you that I never felt so important a person, even before the evil 
days of Culloden. When you come back the whole country-side will 
flock to give you welcome. 


This letter was a great comfort to Fergus. That his mother 
would rejoice at his good fortune he knew, but he feared that 
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his marriage with a German lady, whatever her rank, would 
be a sore disappointment to her, not so much perhaps for her 
own sake as for that of the clansmen. 

The English ambassador was no longer with the army. At 
the fierce fight of Liegnitz he had been with Frederick, but 
had passed the night in his carriage, which was jammed up 
among the baggage-wagons, and had been unable to extricate 
himself or to discover how the battle was going on. Several 
times the Austrian cavalry had fallen upon the baggage, and 
had with great difficulty been beaten off by its guard, and the 
discomforts of the time and the anxiety through which he had 
gone so unhinged him that he was unable to follow Frederick’s 
rapid movements throughout the rest of the campaign. Fergus 
had confided to Earl Marischal Keith, later, his engagement to 
the Count Eulenfurst’s daughter. 

“You are a lucky young dog, Fergus,” he said. ‘My 
brother and I came abroad too late for any young countess 
to fall in love with us. There is nothing like taking young 
to the business of soldiering abroad. Bravery is excellent in 
its way, but youth and bravery combined with good looks are 
irresistible to the female mind. I am heartily glad that one 
of our kin should have won something more than six feet of 
earth by his sword. Count Eulenfurst is one of the few men 
everyone speaks well of. There is no man in Saxony who 
stands higher. In any other country he would have been the 
leading statesman of his time, but the wretched king, and his 
still more wretched minister, held in disfavour all who opposed 
their wanton extravagance and their dangerous plans. 

‘Tt 1s an honour indeed to be connected with such a family, 
putting aside all question of money; but indeed in this respect 
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nothing could be more satisfactory. His daughter is the sole 
heiress of his wide estates, and as her husband you will have 
a splendid position. J am very glad, lad, that the count has 
no objection to your passing a portion of your time in Scot- 
land. They say, you know, that much as Scotchmen boast 
of their love of their country, they are always ready to leave 
it to better themselves, and that it is very seldom they ever 
return to it. Such was unhappily the case with my brother, 
such will probably be the case with myself, but I am glad that 
you will be an exception, and that you will still keep up your 
connection with your old home. 

“T hope, lad, that you will have more than one son. The 
first, of course, will make Saxony his home, but bring up the 
second as a Scotchman, send him home to be educated, and 
let him succeed you in the glens. If he has the family instinct 
for fighting let him go into the British army, he can go into 
no better, but let your people have some one who will be their 
own laird, and whose interests will be identified with their own.” 

Fergus smiled at the old man’s earnestness. 

‘That is rather looking ahead, sir,” he said. ‘ However, it 
is certainly what I should like to do myself; and if, as you 
say, I have more than one son, I will certainly give the second 
the training you suggest, and make a Scotchman of him. Cer- 
tainly, if he has fighting instincts, he will see that he will have 
more opportunities of active service in the British army than 
he could have in that of Saxony, which has been proved unable 
to stand alone, and can only act as a small ally to either Prussia 
or Austria. Even putting aside my nationality, | would rather 
be fighting under Clive in India than in any service in the 
world, even in that of Prussia.” 
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“You are right, lad. Since the days of Marlborough people 
have begun to think that the British were no longer a fighting 
people, but the way in which they have wrested Canada from 
the French and achieved marvels in India, to say nothing of 
the conduct of their infantry at Minden, shows that the quall- 
ties of the race are unchanged, and some day they will astonish 
the world again, as they have done several times in their 
history.” 

The king soon heard the news from the Earl, and one 
evening said to Fergus, “‘So, as the Earl Marischal tells me, 
you have found time, Colonel Drummond, for love-making. I 
thought that day I went to express my regrets for the outrage 
that had been committed at Count Eulenfurst’s, that it would 
make a pretty romance if the young lady who received me 
should take a fancy to you, which was not altogether unlikely 
after the gallant manner in which you had saved them all 
from those rascals of mine, and when you told me at Dresden 
that they had been nursing you the idea again occurred to me. 
Well, [ am glad you have done so well for yourself. As a 
king I rejoice that one who has fought so bravely should 
obtain a meet reward, and as one who dabbles in poetry, the 
romance of the thing is very pleasant to me; but I am not to 
lose your services, I hope?” 

‘No, sire; so long as the war goes on I shall continue to 
serve your majesty to the best of my powers.” 

The king nodded. “It is what I should have expected 
from one of Marshal Keith’s relations,” he said; “but it is not 
everyone who would care to go on leading this dog’s life when 
a pretty and well-endowed bride is awaiting him. However, 
it cannot last much longer. The crisis must come ere long. 
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If we tan defeat Daun it may be put off for a time; if we are 
beaten, I do not see that I can struggle longer against fate. 
With Berlin already in their hands, with the country denuded 
of men and almost exhausted in means, with the Russian and 
Austrian armies already planted on Prussian soil, I can do no 
more if I lose another great battle.” 

“We must hope that it will not be so, sire. The spirit of 
the soldiers is as high as ever, and now that they will be 
fighting nearly within sight of their homes, they can be 
trusted to achieve almost impossibilities.” 

‘The men are good men,” the king said, ‘‘and if I had 
Keith and Schwerin by my side I should feel more hopeful; 
but they are gone, and there are none to fill their places. My 
brother Henry is a good soldier, but he is over-cautious; Seid- 
litz has not recovered from his wounds; Hulsen has done 
well of late, and has shown wonderful energy, considering 
that he is an old man. But there are none of them who are 
at once prudent when it behoved them to be prudent, and 
quick to strike when they see an opening, like Schwerin and 
Keith. 

“ Ziethen is a splendid cavalry officer, but he is fit to com- 
mand cavalry only, and the whole burden falls upon my 
shoulders, which are getting too old to bear so heavy a 
weight.” 

“T trust, sire, that they will not have to bear the burden 
much longer. Just at present Russia and Austria are doubt- 
less encouraged by success, but the strain must be heavy on 
them also, and another defeat might well cause them to doubt 
whether it is worth while to continue to make sacrifices that 
produce such small results.” 
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“Heaven grant that it may be so!” the king said earnestly. 
‘God knows that I never wanted this war, and that from the 
day it began I have eagerly grasped every chance that pre- 
sented itself of making peace, short of the dismemberment of 
my kingdom. I would at this moment willingly accede to 
any terms, however onerous, in order to secure peace for my 
country.” 


CHAPTER XX. 


TORGAU. 


FTER many marches and quick blows at the Confederate 
armies, and driving them beyond the borders of Saxony, 
Frederick moved towards Torgau, where Daun had established 
himself in a position that he deemed impregnable. It had 
been Prince Henry’s camp during the previous autumn, and 
Daun had in vain beleaguered it. Hulsen had made it his 
head-quarters during the summer. Torgau was an old- 
fashioned town, surrounded by tracts of pine-wood, with 
pleasant villages and much well-cultivated land. The town 
rose above the Elbe, on the shoulder of a broad eminence 
called the Siptitz. This height stands nearly a mile from the 
river; on the western and southern side of the town are a 
series of lakes and quagmires, the remains of an old course 
of the Elbe. Set on Siptitz’s heights was Daun’s camp, girt 
about by intrenchments. The hill was mostly covered with 
vineyards; its height was some two hundred feet above the 
general level of the country, and its area some five or six 
square miles. 
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Covered as its flanks were by heights, woods, ponds, and 
morasses, the position was an extremely strong one, so much 
so that Daun had not ventured to attack Prince Henry 
though in vastly superior force, and still more difficult was 
it for Frederick to do so, when held by an army greatly 
superior to his own, for the Austrian force numbered sixty- 
five thousand, while the king, after being joined by all his de- 
tachments, had but forty-four thousand. Nothing indeed but 
the most urgent necessity could have driven the king to attempt 
so difficult an enterprise. 

His plan was to attack it simultaneously in front and rear, 
and to do this he decided that half the force, under Ziethen, 
should attack the Siptitz hill on the south side, while he 
himself with the other half was to make a long detour and 
assault 1t at the same moment on the north. 

Frederick’s march was some fifteen miles in length, while 
Ziethen had but six to traverse, and as the route was through 
forests, the difficulties in the way of the two columns arriving 
at their point of attack simultaneously were great indeed, and 
were increased by the fact that the weather was wet, the ground 
heavy, and the streams swollen. 

The king’s force marched in three columns by roads through 
the forest. There were no villages here, no one to question as 
to the turns and branchings of roads, thus adding to the chances 
that even Frederick’s force would not arrive together at the 
point of attack. Frederick’s own column contained eight 
thousand grenadiers and foot-guards, with a force of cavalry, 
and his line of march was by the road nearest to Daun’s 
position. Two other columns, Hulsen’s, composed principally 
of infantry, and Holstein’s, chiefly of cavalry, marched on 
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parallel roads on a wider circle, and the baggage, in a column 
by itself, outside all. 

Daun had news of Frederick’s approach, and had strong 
detachments watching in the woods. The scouts of one of 


o 


LSTEIN'S y 
» a BEGET 
a» a mr £ am 4 (Ram 1 


~ 


NUN \ ts 


as 
BATTLE OF TORGAU 3a 


Prussians......--- 
Austrians$-..-.....--.. re | 


these parties brought in news of the king’s march. A signal 
cannon was fired immediately, and Daun learned thereby of 
the movement to attack him from the north. Daun at once 
wheeled round a portion of his force to receive Frederick’s 
attack. Lacy, with twenty thousand men, had been placed as 
an advanced guard, and now shifted his position westward to 
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guard what had become Daun’s rear, while two hundred 
fresh cannon were added to the two hundred already placed to 
defend the face threatened by Frederick. For an hour before 
the king arrived at his point of attack a heavy artillery fire 
had been heard from Ziethen’s side, and it was supposed that 
he had already delivered his attack. 

Unfortunately he had not done so. He had calculated his 
pace accurately, but had come upon a small Austrian force like 
those Frederick had encountered. It had for a time held its 
ground, and had replied to his fire with cannon. Ziethen, not 
knowing how small the force was, drew up in order of battle 
and drove it back on Lacy, far to the east of his proper place 
of attack. Here he became engaged with Lacy, and a can- 
nonade was kept up for some hours, precious time that should 
have been spent in ascending the hills and giving aid to the king. 

When Frederick’s column emerged from the woods there 
was no sign of either Hulsen or Holstein’s divisions. The 
king sent out his staff to hurry them up, and himself recon- 
noitred the ground and questioned the peasants. The ground 
proved so boggy as to be impassable, and Frederick withdrew 
into the wood again in order to attack the Austrian left. This 
had in Prince Henry’s time been defended by a strong abattis, 
but since the cold weather set in much of this had been used 
by the Austrians as firewood, and it could therefore be pene- 
trated. Frederick waited impatiently. He could hear the heavy 
cannonade on Ziethen, and feared that that general would be 
crushed before he could perform his part of the plan arranged. 

His staff were unable to find Holstein’s cavalry, which had 
taken the wrong turning at some point, and were completely 
lost. Hulsen was still far away. Nevertheless, in his desire 
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to give support to Ziethen, the king decided upon an attack 
with his own column alone. The grenadiers were placed in 
the front line; the rest of the infantry in the centre; the 
cavalry, 800 strong, followed to do any service that chance 
might afford them. It took some time to bring the troops into 
their new position, and while this was being done Daun opened 
fire with his four hundred cannon upon the forest through 
which they were marching, with a din that Frederick declared 
exceeded anything that he ever heard before. 

The small force of artillery took its place outside the wood 
to cover the attack, but as soon as a few shots were fired 
the Austrian guns opened upon them and they were silenced. 
Frederick’s place was between the two lines of his grenadiers, 
and they issued from the wood within eight hundred yards of 
Prince Henry’s abattis, and with marvellous bravery ran for- 
ward. Mowed down in lines by the storm of cannon-shot, they 
suffered terribly. One regiment was almost entirely destroyed, 
the other pressed forward as far as the abattis, fighting so 
desperately that Daun was obliged to bring up large reinforce- 
ments before he could drive the survivors back. The Austrians, 
believing that victory was won, charged down in pursuit, but 
the second line met them firmly, drove them back, and, follow- 
ing hotly, again reached the abattis, and only retreated slowly 
before the overwhelming forces which the Austrian then 
brought up. 

The battle had lasted only an hour, but half Frederick’s 
column were already killed or wounded. Shortly after they 
had retired Hulsen’s column came up. The four hundred guns 
had never ceased pouring their iron rain into the forest, but 
the new-comers arrived in splendid order. The remnant of 
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Frederick’s column joined them, furious at defeat, and burning 
to meet the enemy again. So stern and resolute was the 
attack that for a time it carried all before it. Daun’s line of 
defence was broken, most of his cannon silenced, and for a time 
the Prussians advanced, carrying all before them. Had 
Ziethen been doing his part, instead of idly cannonading Lacy, 
the battle would have been won, but his inactivity enabled 
Daun to bring up all his forces against the king. These he 
hurled at the Prussians, and foot by foot drove them back and 
pushed them down the hill again. | 

Frederick himself had been struck from his horse by a piece 
of case-shot, fortunately almost spent, and which failed to pene- 
trate his thick pelisse. He was badly contused, and for a 
short time insensible, but he quickly sprung to his feet again, 
mounted his horse, and maintained his place in the fight as if 
nothing had happened. After this second repulse he again 
formed up his troops, and at that moment he was joined by 
Holstein with his cavalry. The sun had already set, and the 
darkness favoured the attack. Daun had not yet recovered 
from the terrible confusion into which his troops were thrown 
by the attack, and the Prussians again mounted the hill, 
Holstein attacking Daun’s right wing. 

The main body of the cavalry found the morasses and 
obstacles so impracticable that they were unable to attack as 
arranged, but two regiments succeeded in gaining the plateau. 
One of these dashed upon the Austrian infantry. They met, 
broke into fragments, and took two whole regiments prisoners, 
and brought them and six guns triumphantly off. The other 
regiment charged four Austrian battalions, broke them, and 
brought the greater portion off prisoners, 
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Night fell upon a scene of general confusion. The two 
armies were completely mixed up. In some places Austrians 
were in the rear of the Prussians, in others Prussians in the 
rear of Austrians. 

Nothing more could to be done. So far Frederick had 
gained a success, and, thanks to the extraordinary bravery and 
determination of his soldiers, had broken up Daun’s line and 
planted himself on the plateau, but he had suffered terribly in 
doing so, and could hardly hope in the morning to make head 
against the vastly superior forces of the Austrians. 

Daun himself had been wounded in the foot, and had gone 
down to the town to have it dressed. Had he been able to 
remain on the field, late as 1t was he might have been able to 
restore order and to continue the battle; as it was, gradually 
the firing ceased. Exhausted by the long march and the desper- 
ate efforts they had made, the Prussians wrapped themselves 
in their cloaks and lay down to sleep where they stood, if 
sleep they could on so bitterly cold a night. On the hilltop 
there was no wood to be had, but in the forest great fires were 
lighted. Round these Prussian and Austrian stragglers alike 
gathered. In the morning they would be foes again, but for 
to-night they were content to lay their quarrel aside, none 
knowing who was victor and who vanquished, and which in 
the morning would be prisoners to the others. 

The king, now that the excitement was over, felt the pain 
of his wound. He descended the hill and took up his quarters 
in the church at the little village of Elsnig, where every house 
was full of wounded. He had left Hulsen the charge of endea- 
vouring to re-form the scattered troops, but he could do but 
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about with orders, expostulations, and threats. For once the 
Prussian soldier was deaf to the word of command. He had 
done all that he could do, and nature triumphed over long 
habits of obedience; even the sound of cannon and musketry, 
on the other side of the hill, fell dead upon his ears. Ziethen 
had been cannonading all day, nothing had come of it, and 
nothing could come of it. 

Still Hulsen did a good deal, and by six o’clock had got 
some of the cavalry and infantry battalions in fair order on 
the extreme right, where in the morning Daun’s left flank 
stood. 

Ziethen, ordinarily a brilliant and active man, had been a 
strange failure that day; not even the terrible din of the king’s 
battle had roused him to take any measure to support him, 
or even to make a diversion in his favour. In vain Mollen- 
dorf, an active and enterprising general, had implored him to 
attempt something, if only to draw off a portion of the Aus- 
trian strength from the king. Saldern, another general, had 
fruitlessly added his voice to that of Mollendorf. A feeling of 
deep gloom spread through the army, a feeling that the king 
had been deserted, and must have been crushed, just as on the 
other side all felt certain that some serious misfortune must 
have happened to Ziethen. At last as darkness began to set 
in, at four o'clock, Ziethen was persuaded to move. He marched 
towards the left to the point where he should have attacked 
in the morning, but which he had passed in his hot pursuit of 
the small Austrian force, but first sent Saldern against the 
village of Siptitz. 

Burning with their repressed impatience, Saldern’s infantry 
went at the enemy with a rush, captured the battery there, 
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and drove the Austrians out; but the latter fired the bridge, 
so that for the present farther advance was barred to the 
Prussians. Fortunately at this moment Mollendorf, more to 
the west, came upon the road by which Ziethen should have 
marched. It was carried firmly over the marsh ground, and 
by a bridge over a stream between two of the ponds. Seizing 
this pass over the morasses, Mollendorf sent to Ziethen, who, 
roused at last, ordered all his force to hurry there. The 
Austrians had now taken the alarm and hurried to oppose 
the passage, but Mollendorf had already many troops across 
the bridge, and maintained himself till he was sufficiently re- 
inforced to push forward. 

For an hour and a half a desperate fight raged. The Prus- 
sians gained but little ground, while the Austrians were con- 
stantly being reinforced from Lacy’s command on their left. 
Hulsen, however, just as he had got a portion of his infantry 
and cavalry into some sort of order, had marked the sudden 
increase of the cannonade on the other side of the hill, and, 
presently seeing the glow of a great fire, guessed that it 
must come from the village of Siptitz; then came a furious 
cannonade and the continuous roar of musketry that spoke 
of a battle in earnest. Ziethen, then, was coming at last, and 
the old general determined to help him. His own riding 
horses had all been killed, and he had been sorely bruised by 
the falls. Sending for a cannon, he got astride of it, called 
up the infantry round him, the brigade of General Lestwitz, 
begged the drummers to strike up the Prussian march, and 
through the blackness of the night started for the point where 
the din of battle was going on unceasingly. 

Forgotten now were the fatigues of the day; the Prussians 
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pressed on with their quick strides, their excitement growing 
higher and higher as they neared the scene of action, and 
breaking out into a roar of cheering as, sweeping round on 
the side of the hill, they joined Ziethen’s hardly-pressed 
troops and rushed upon the enemy. But though the news of 
their coming cheered all the line to fresh exertions, not yet 
was the combat finished, the whole of Lacy’s command was 
opposed to them, swelled by reinforcements sent down from 
above by O’Donnel, who in Daun’s absence was in command. 
It was another hour before the foe gave way, and the Prussians 
pressed steadily up the hill, until at nine o'clock they were 
planted on the top of the Siptitz hill, on the highest point of 
the plateau, whence their cannon commanded the whole ground 
down to Torgau. 

Daun, conscious of the danger, had, as he heard of Ziethen’s 
advance, sent order after order that he must at all costs be 
driven back; and even when the Prussians gained the position, 
they had still to struggle fiercely for another hour to hold it. 
Daun knew that, with Frederick established on one side of the 
position, and with Ziethen well planted upon the other and 
commanding the whole of it with his guns, there was nothing 
for it but to retreat, and already he had sent orders that a 
strong force should form in order of battle to repel an attack, 
close to the suburbs of Torgau. As soon as this disposition 
was effected he ordered the retreat to commence. 

Fortunately he had four bridges across the river, and he 
had on the previous day taken the precaution of sending the 
whole of his baggage-wagons over. On occasions of this kind 
Daun’s dispositions were always admirable, and he drew off his 
army across the river in excellent order, half the Prussian 
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army knowing nothing of what was going on, and the other 
half being too exhausted to attempt to interfere, ignorant as 
they were of the position and state of Frederick’s division. 
Had the king known earlier what was taking place, compara- 
tively few of the Austrian army would have got across the 
river. But it was not until long after the battle was done 
that Frederick, sitting depressed and heavy-hearted, dictating 
his despatches in the little church seven or eight miles away, 
learned that what had seemed likely to terminate in a terrible 
disaster had ended with a decisive victory. 

Daun lost in the battle twelve thousand killed and wounded, 
eight thousand prisoners, and forty-five cannon; while the 
Prussians lost between thirteen and fourteen thousand, of 
whom four thousand were prisoners. 

It was not until nearly one o'clock in the morning that 
Ziethen learned that the Austrians were already across the 
river. Then he pushed down into Torgau and crossed the 
town bridge in time to capture twenty-six pontoons. 

Daun retreated by the right side of the river, Lacy by the 
left, and the two forces rejoined at Dresden and took up their 
position as usual in the Plauen stronghold; while Frederick, 
aiter finishing the clearance of all Saxony save the capital, took 
up his winter quarters at Leipzig on the 6th of December. 

The result of the battle of Torgau was not to be measured 
by the respective losses of the two armies; it had the effect of 
entirely undoing all the advantages that the Austrians had 
gained throughout the campaign, and left the king in a better 
position than when it opened in the spring. The Russian 
army had been attacked and beaten, while the Austrians were 
shut up in their natural stronghold near Dresden. The whole 


398 WITH FREDERICK THE GREAT. 


of Saxony had been recovered, and Silesia, with the excep- 
tion of one or two fortresses, was still in Frederick’s hands. 
How light-hearted the king felt, after the load of care that 
had lain upon him had been lifted, may be judged by an 
extract from a letter written a fortnight after the battle to 
an elderly lady of the court at Magdeburg :— 


I am exact in answering, and eager to satisfy you (an that matter 
of the porcelain). You shall have a breakfast set, my good Mamma: 
six coffee-cups, very pretty, well diapered, and tricked out with all the 
little embellishments which increase ther value. On account of some 
preces which they are adding to the set, you will have to wait a few 
days; but I flatter myself this delay will contribute to your satisfac- 
tion, and produce for you a toy that will give you pleasure, and make 
you remember your old adorer. It is curious how old people's habits 
agree. For four years past I have given up suppers as incompatible 
with the trade I am obliged to follow, and on marching days, my 
dinners consist of a cup of chocolate. 

We hurried off, like fools, quite inflated with our victory, to try uf 
we could not chase the Austrians out of Dresden: they made a 
mockery of us from the tops of ther mountains. So I have with- 
drawn, like a bad little boy, to conceal myself, out of spite, in one of 
the wretchedest villages in Saxony. And here the first thing will be 
to drive the Circle gentlemen (Reich’s army) out of Freyberg into 
Chemnitz, and get ourselves soon to quarters and something to live 
upon. It is, I swear to you, a hideous life the like of which nobody 
but Don Quixote ever led before me. All this tumbling and torlirg, 
and bother and confusion that never ceases, has made me so old that 
you would scarcely know me again. 

On the right side of my head the hair is all gray; my teeth break 


rn on ee 


M393 


‘*AS FERGUS FELL FROM HIS HORSE, KARL, WHO W 
HIM, LEAPT FROM HIS SADDLE.” 


i ae 


t4gD,. 
tfjppie, J 
YG 


fa f. ra “ 


‘yp Oa rere ? 
t an 
ie BESS A G: 
7t~ oe eG 
: ‘7 Foe 
¢ “yy 
Wa 


AS RIDING BEHIND 


TORGAU. 3909 


and fall out; I have got my face wrinkled like the falbalas of a 
petticoat, my back bent like a fiddle-bow; and spirit sad and cast- 
down like a monk of La Trappe. I forewarn you of all thas, lest, 
in case we should meet again in flesh and bone, you nught feel 
yourself too violently shocked by my appearance. There remains to 
me nothing but the heart, which has undergone no change, and which 
will preserve, as long as I breathe, its feelings of esteem and of tender 
friendship for my good Mamma. Adieu. 

Fergus knew nothing of the concluding scenes of the battle of 
Torgau until some little time afterwards. He was not with the 
king when the grenadiers first made their attack on the hill, 
having been despatched to find and bring up Hulsen’s column. 
Having discovered it, he guided it through the forest to the 
point where Frederick was so anxiously expecting its arrival, 
and when it advanced with the survivors of the grenadiers to 
the second attack, he took his place behind the king. They 
were half-way up the ascent when a cannon-ball struck him 
on the left arm, carrying it away just above the elbow. 

As he fell from his horse, Karl, who was riding behind him, 
leapt from his saddle with a hoarse cry of rage; then seeing 
the nature of the wound, he lifted him in his arms, mounted 
Fergus’s horse, and rode down through an interval between 
the regiments of the second line, and then into the wood to 
the spot where the surgeons were dressing the wounds of those 
hurt in the first charge. One who had just finished attending 
one of the grenadiers, seeing that the trooper was carrying a 
colonel of the king’s staff, at once helped Karl to lower him to 
the ground. 

‘You have done well to bring him down at once, my man,” 
he said; ‘it may be the saving of his life.” 
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As he spoke he was cutting off the tunic. 

“There 1s not much flow of blood, you see the contusion 
has closed the main artery. If we can keep it from bursting 
out, he will do.” He took out from his case some stout tape, 
passed it round the arm, asked Karl for a ramrod out of one 
his pistols, and with this twisted the tape until it almost cut 
into the skin; then he gave a few more turns to hold the 
ramrod securely in its place, then he called a young surgeon to 
him. 

“We had better make a good job of this at once,” he said. 
“This is Colonel Drummond, one of the king’s favourite officers, 
and a most gallant young fellow. It will nottake us fiveminutes.” 
The artery was first found and tied up, for Prussian surgery 
was at that time far ahead of our own. The bruised flesh was 
pressed up, the bone cut off neatly above the point where it 
was splintered, the flesh brought down again over 1t and 
trimmed, then several thicknesses of lint put over it, and the 
whole carefully bandaged up. ‘‘There,” he said to Karl as he 
rose from his work, “that is all that I can do for him, and 
unless it bursts out bleeding again, he is likely to do well. If 
it does, you must tighten that tape still more. All there 1s to 
do 1s to keep him as quiet as possible. Have you any spirits?” 

‘Yes, doctor, there is a flask in his holster.” 

“Nix some with as much water, and pour a little down his 
throat from time to time. Fold his cloak and put it under his 
head; he will probably recover consciousness in a short time. 
When he does so impress upon him the necessity of lying 
perfectly quiet. As soon as the battle is over we must get 
him moved into shelter.” 

In half an hour Fergus opened his eyes. Jarl, who was 
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kneeling by him, placed one hand on his chest and the other on 
the wounded arm. 

“Vou must not move, colonel,” he said. ‘You have been 
hit, but the doctor says you will get over it; but you must lie 
perfectly still.” 

Fergus looked round in bewilderment, then as the roar of 
the battle came to his ears he made an instinctive effort to 
rise. 

“Tt is going on still,” Karl said, repressing the movement. 
“We shall thrash them presently; but you can do nothing 
more to-day, and you must do as the doctor bids you, sir.” 

“Where am I hit?” 

‘Tt is on the left arm, colonel. An Austrian cannon-ball 
did the business. If it had been three or four inches farther 
to the right it would have finished you. As it is, I hope that 
you will soon get about again.” 

“Then it has taken off my arm,” Fergus said feebly. 

‘ Better that than your head, sir. The left arm is of no 
great account except for holding a bridle, and there is a good 
bit of it left. Drink a little more of this brandy and water. 
How do you feel now, sir ?” 

“T feel cold,” Fergus replied. ‘‘My feet are like ice.” 

Karl wrapped Fergus’s fur-lined pelisse round his feet, undid 
his blanket and cloak from his saddle and laid them over 
him. 

“That will be better, sir. Now, if you will promise to he quite 
quiet I will fasten your horse up—I don’t know what has be- 
come of mine—and will go and collect some firewood and get 
up agood blaze. I am afraid there is no chance of getting you 
into a shelter to-night.” 


362 WITH FREDERICK THE GREAT. 


‘Tam afraid we are being driven down the hill again, Karl. 
The roll of musketry is coming nearer.” 

“That is so, colonel; but we shall have the cavalry up soon, 
and that will make all the difference.” 

Just as Karl came back with an armful of firewood a staff- 
officer rode up. 

“The king has sent me to inquire how Colonel Drummond 
is,” he said. ‘His majesty has heard that he is badly wounded 
and has been carried here.” 

‘This is the colonel, major,” Karl said, leading him to the 
side of Fergus. 

‘Tam sorry to see you here,” the officer said. “The king 
has sent me to inquire after you.” 

‘Will you thank his majesty, Major Kaulbach, and tell him 
that it is nothing worse than the loss of a left arm, and that 
the surgeon’s opinion is that I shall do well. How goes the 
battle ?” 

“Badly, badly; but Holstein will be up in a quarter of an 
hour, and then we shall have another try. We broke their 
line badly last time, and if we had had cavalry to launch at 
them we should have managed the business.” 

“The king is unhurt, I hope.” 

“Not altogether. He was struck from his horse by a piece 
of case-shot, but his pelisse saved him. He was able to mount 
again ina few minutes, making very light of the affair, and was 
in the middle of the fight as usual. I was next you when you 
were hit, and I saw your orderly lift you on to your horse before 
him, and as soon as we got down here, reported it to the king.” 

“Our loss must be terribly heavy.” 

“Terrible! There is no saying how severe it 1s yet; but not 
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half the grenadiers are on their feet. There is nothing I can 
do for you?” 

“Nothing at all. My orders are to lie still, and as I feel 
too weak to move, and there is no one to carry me away, and 
nowhere to take me to, I am not likely to disobey the 
order.” 

The officer rode off again. Karl soon had a fire lighted 
sufficiently close to Fergus for him to feel its warmth. 
Wounded men, who had made their way down the hill, came 
and sat down on the other sides of it. Many other fires were 
lighted as it grew dusk. In front the battle had broken out 
again as furiously as ever, and ere long wounded men began to 
come down again. They brought cheering news, however. The 
Prussians were still pressing forward, the cavalry had thrown 
the Austrian line into terrible confusion. No one knew ex- 
actly where any of the Prussian battalions had got to, but all 
agreed that things were going on well. 

At five o’clock the roar gradually ceased, and soon all was 
quiet. The wounded now came in fast, but none could say 
whether the battle was won or lost, for the night was so dark 
that each could only speak of what had happened to his own 
corps. Presently the number round the fires was swelled by 
the arrival of numerous Austrians, wounded and unwounded. 
Most of these laid their rifles by, saying, “It is a bitter night, 
comrades; will you let us have a share of the fire?” 

‘“‘Come in, come in,” the Prussians answered, ‘‘ we are all 
friends for to-night, for we are all in equally bad plight. Can 
you tell us how matters have gone up there?” 

But these knew no more than the Prussians. They had got 
separated from their corps in the confusion, and, losing their 
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way altogether, had seen the glow of the fires in the forest, 
and had come down for warmth and shelter. 

Presently Major Kaulbach rode up again. 

‘‘How have things gone, major?” Fergus asked eagerly. 

‘No one knows,” he said. “The Austrians are broken up, 
and our battalions and theirs are so mixed that there is no 
saying where they are, or how matters will stand in the morn- 
ing. The king has gone to Elsnig, two or three miles away.” 

‘Ts there no news of Ziethen ?” 

“None; they have just begun to fire heavily again in that 
direction, but what he has been doing all day no one has any 
idea.” 

But little was said round the fires. A short distance away 
the surgeons were still at work with the more serious cases, 
while the soldiers roughly bandaged each other’s wounds; but 
as gradually the distant firing increased in fury, and seemed 
to grow in distinctness, men who had lain down sat up to 
listen. ‘There was no longer any talking, and a hush fell upon 
the forest. 

“Tt is certainly coming closer, colonel,” Karl said at last. 
“Tt seems that Ziethen has woke up in earnest. May the 
good God grant that he win his way up on to the heights!” 

‘Tf he does we shall have the Austrians in the morning, if 
he doesn’t we shall have a poor chance with them.” 

‘“T am afraid we sha’n't, colonel; but it certainly sounds as 
if Ziethen was making way.” 

At nine o’clock a cavalry officer came riding along. He drew 
rein at the fire. “Can anyone tell me where I can find the king?” 

“He is at Elsnig, captain,” Karl said, rising and saluting. 
“May I ask what is the news, sir?” 
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“The news is good; Ziethen has gained the heights. We 
can see the flash of fire round the Siptitz hill.” 

A cheer broke from all the Prussians within hearing. There 
was not a man but knew that the fate of Prussia hung on the 
result of this battle, and for the moment wounds were forgot- 
ten, men shook hands with tears of joy streaming down their 
rugged cheeks; and as others came running up from the other 
fires to know what was the news, and then hurried off again 
to tell their companions, the forest rang with their cheering. 
All was not over yet. For a time the firing was louder and 
heavier than before, but towards ten o'clock news came that 
Ziethen was firmly established on the Siptitz hill, and that the 
Austrian battalions were drawing off. Then all lay down to 
sleep rejoiced and thankful; and even the Austrians, discon- 
certed as they were, were not altogether sorry that they must 
now consider themselves prisoners and free for a long time to 
come from further risk of battle. 

The news in the morning that the Austrian army had 
already crossed the river and was in full retreat southwards, 
afforded the most intense satisfaction. There was now a 
hope of shelter and rest in Torgau, instead of the prospect 
of remaining in the forest drenched to the skin by the rain 
that had come down without intermission for the last twenty- 
four hours. An hour later Major Kaulbach again rode up 
accompanied by four infantry men bearing a stretcher. 

“The king has already gone on to Torgau, and he has given 
me orders to see that you are carried there at once. There 
will be no more fighting at present. Daun has got a long 
start, and there will be enough to do here for the next twelve 
hours in collecting the wounded. Lacy has retreated this side 
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of the river, and Ziethen’s cavalry started in pursuit some 
hours ago.” 

Fergus was carefully lifted on to the litter and carried down 
to Torgau, where several large houses had already been assigned 
for the use of wounded officers, while the soldiers were to be 
placed in the hospitals, public buildings, and churches, Austrians 
and Prussians being distributed indiscriminately, and by 
nightfall some twelve thousand wounded were housed in the 
town. 

A small body of troops was left there; the inhabitants under- 
took the charge of the wounded, and the next morning the 
king marched away south with the army. Soon after Fergus 
was brought in, Frederick paid a visit to the house where he 
had been carried, and said a few words to each of the wounded 
officers. 

“So you are down again, Drummond. Fortune is not treat- 
ing you so favourably as she used to do.” 

“It might have been a good deal worse, your majesty. I 
think that one who has got off with only the loss of his left 
arm has no reason to complain.” 

‘No, 1t might have been worse,” the king replied. “I have 
lost many good friends and thousands of brave soldiers. How- 
ever, I too must not complain, for it has saved Prussia. Don’t 
hurry to re-join too soon, Drummond. Another month and 
we shall all be in winter quarters.” 


HOME. 367 


CHAPTER XXI. 
HOME. 


ERGUS remained at Torgau for six weeks. He had two 
days after the battle sent Karl off to carry a letter to 
Thirza, telling her that he had been wounded, but that she 
need have no uneasiness about him, the surgeon saying that 
the wound was going on well, and that, should it not break 
out bleeding in the course of another week, he would make a 
quick cure, and would be fit for service again long before the 
spring. Karl had not found his horse again, but had bought 
for a trifle an Austrian officer’s horse that was found riderless 
and had become the prize of a trooper, who was glad to part 
with it at a quarter of its value. He took with him the dis- 
guise of a countryman to put on when he approached the 
ground held by the Austrians near Dresden, and, leaving his 
horse fifteen miles away, had no difficulty in making his way 
in on foot. Karl went round to the back of the house. The 
servants recognized him as soon as he entered. 

‘Will one of you ask the count to seeme? Let him have 
the message quietly when he is alone.” 

“Your master is not killed?” one of the women exclaimed 
in consternation. 

“ Kalled! no; Colonel Drummond is not so easily killed,” he 
replied scornfully ; “I have a letter from him in my pocket. 
But he has been somewhat hurt, and it were best that I saw 
the count first and that he should himself give the letter to the 
Countess Thirza.” 

In two or three minutes the man returned and led Karl to 
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a room where the count was awaiting him with a look of great 
anxiety on his face. 

‘All is well, your excellency,” Karl said in answer to the 
look; “at least, if not altogether well, not so bad as it might 
be. The colonel was hit at Torgau; a cannon-ball took off his 
left arm at the elbow. Fortunately there were surgeons at 
work a quarter of a mile away, and he was in their hands 
within a very few minutes of being hit, so they made a job of 
his wound at once. They had not taken the bandages off 
when I came away, but as there had been no bleeding and no 
great pain or fever they think it is going on well. They tell 
him that he will be fit for service, save for his half-empty sleeve, 
in the spring. Here is a letter for the Countess Thirza. It is 
not written by his own hand, except as to the signature, for 
the surgeons insist that he must lie perfectly quiet, for any 
exertion might cause the wound to break out afresh. He is 
quite cheerful and in good spirits, as he always is. He bade 
me give this note into your hands, so that you might prepare 
the young countess a little before giving it to her.” 

“Tis bad news, Karl, but it might have been much worse, 
and it will indeed be a relief to us all; for since we heard of 
that desperate fight at Torgau, and how great was the slaughter 
on both sides, we have been anxious indeed, and must have 
remained so, for we should have had little chance of seeing 
the list of the Prussian killed and wounded. Now, do you go 
into the kitchen; they all know you there, make yourself com- 
fortable. I will give orders that you shall be well served.” 
He then proceeded to the room where Thirza and her mother 
wore sitting; the former was pale and had evidently becn 
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‘Some news has come,” he said; “not the very best, and 
yet by no means the worst. Drummond is wounded—a severe 
wound, but not, it is confidently believed, a dangerous one.” 
Thirza ran to her father and threw her arms round his neck 
and burst into a passion of tears. He did not attempt to 
check them for some little time. 

“Now, my dear,” he said at last, ‘you must be brave or 
you won't be worthy of this lover of yours. There is one bad 
point about it.” 

She looked up in his face anxiously, but his smile reassured her. 
“You must prepare yourself for his being somewhat disfigured.” 

“Oh, that is nothing, father, nothing whatever to me! but 
how is he disfigured ?” 

‘Well, my dear, he has lost his left arm at the elbow.” 

Thirza gave a little cry of grief and pity. “That is sad, 
father, but surely it is no disfigurement any more than that 
sabre scar on his face. "Tis an honour to a brave soldier to 
have lost a hmb in battle. Still, lam glad that it is his left arm ; 
though, had it been his right and both his legs it would have 
made no difference in my love for him.” 

“Well, Iam very glad, Thirza, that your love has not been 
tested so severely, as I confess that for my part I would much 
prefer having a son-in-law who was able to walk about, and 
who would not have to be carried to the altar. Here is a 
letter to you from him—that is to say, which has been written 
at his dictation, for, of course, the surgeons insist on his lying 
perfectly quiet at present.” Thirza tore it open and ran 
through its contents. 

“Tt is just as you say, father; he makes very light of it, 


and writes as if it were a mere nothing.” 
(31 393) 2A 
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She handed the letter to her mother, and then turned to the 
count. 

“Ts there anything we can do, father?” 

“Nothing whatever. With such a wound as that he will 
have to lie perfectly still for some time. You may be sure that, 
as one of Frederick’s personal staff, he will have every atten- 
tion possible, and were we all in the town we could do nothing. 
As soon as he is fit to be moved it will be different, but we 
shall have plenty of time to talk over matters before that. 
For some few months travelling will be dangerous. Frederick’s 
army is in the neighbourhood again, and as Daun and Lacy 
are both in their intrenchments behind the Plauen, there is no 
chance of his again besieging Dresden; but his flying columns 
will be all over the country, as doubtless will the Croats, and 
the roads will be altogether unsafe for travelling. No doubt as 
soon as he is able to be moved he will be taken to Frederick’s 
head-quarters, wherever they may be established. The king 
will assuredly have the hospitals at Torgau cleared as soon 
as he can, lest when he has retired the Austrians might make 
another dash at the town.” 

The next morning Karl set out again, bearing a letter from 
the count, and one from Thirza which was of a much less 
formal character than that which he had dictated to her, and 
which, as he told her afterwards, greatly assisted his cure. A 
month after the battle he was pronounced fit to travel, and 
with a large train of wagons filled with convalescents, and 
under a strong escort, he was taken to Leipzig, where the king 
had just established his head-quarters, and to which all the 
wounded were to be sent as soon as they could safely be 
moved. Here he was established in comfortable quarters, and 
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Karl again carried a letter to Thirza. Ten days later Count 
EKulenfurst entered his room. 

“You here, count!” 
What a journey to make through the snow!” 

‘“T have been dragged hither,” the count said with a smile. 

“Dragged hither, count?” 

“Yes; Thirza insisted on coming to see you, her mother 
declared that she should accompany her, and of course there 
was nothing for me to do but to set out also.” 


he exclaimed. ‘“ How kind of you! 


“Are they here, then, count?” Fergus exclaimed incredu- 
lously. 

“Certainly they are, and established at the Black Kagle 
Hotel. I could not bring them here to a house full of officers. 
You are well enough to walk to the hotel ?” 

“Yes, indeed; [ walked a mile yesterday.” As Karl was 
helping Fergus into his uniform he asked, ‘‘ How long were 
you in coming here, count?” 

“We did it inaday. I sent on relays of horses two days 
before, and as the carriage is of course on runners and the 
snow in good order, we made quick work of it. Your man 
went on with the horses, and rode with us from the last 
place where we changed. I did most of the journey sitting 
by the coachman, which gave them more room inside, and was 
more pleasant for me also.” 

In a few minutes they reached the hotel, and the count led 
Fergus to a door. “You will find Thirza alone there, we 
thought that you had best see her so at first.” 

Half an hour later the count and countess entered the room. 

‘He looks very pale and thin, mother,” Thirza said, after 
the countess had affectionately embraced Fergus. 
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“You would hardly have expected to find him fat and rosy,” 
the count laughed. ‘A man does not lose his arm and go 
about as if the matter was not worth thinking of, a few weeks 
afterwards. He is certainly looking better than I expected to 
find him. That empty sleeve is a sad disfigurement though,” 
he added slyly. 

‘How can you say so, father?” Thirza exclaimed indignantly. 
“TI think quite the contrary, and I feel quite proud of him 
with it.” 

“Well, there is no accounting for taste, Thirza; if you are 
satisfied I have no reason to be otherwise. And now, Drummond, 
we want to hear all about Liegnitz and Torgau, for we have only 
heard the Austrian accounts. Dresden illuminated over Daun’s 
first despatch from Torgau, saying that the Prussian attacks 
had been repulsed with tremendous slaughter, and a complete 
victory gained. The next morning there came, I believe, 
another despatch, but it was not published, and it was not 
until we heard that Daun and Lacy were both within a few 
miles of the town that we knew that somehow or other there 
had been a mistake about the matter, a mistake that has not yet 
been cleared up at Dresden.” 

“The defeat part of the business I can tell you from my 
personal observation, the victory only from what I heard. Cer- 
tainly, when I came to my senses, after the surgeons had seen 
to my wounds, I had no thought of anything but a disastrous 
defeat. Never did the Prussians fight more bravely or more 
hopelessly. They had to mount a steep ascent with four 
hundred cannon playing upon them, and an army more than 
three times their number waiting at the top to receive them.” 
He then proceeded to tell them the whole story of the battle. 
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‘“Ziethen seems to have blundered terribly,” the count said. 

“T believe that that is the king’s opinion too, but Ziethen 
himself defends his action stoutly, and maintains that he could 
never have succeeded in a direct attack in broad daylight. 
Anyhow, as the matter came out all right in the end, the king 
was too well satisfied to do no more than grumble at him. 
The other was a hard-fought battle too.” 

“The news of that was a relief to us indeed,” the count 
said. ‘‘It seemed to everyone that Frederick was so com- 
pletely caught in the toils that he could not hope to extricate 
himself. As you know, in this war I have all along held my- 
self to be a neutral. I considered that the plot to overthrow 
Frederick and partition the kingdom was a scandalous one, and 
that the king disgraced himself and us by joining in it; but 
since that time my sympathies have become more and more 
strongly with Frederick. It is impossible not to admire the 
manner in which he has defended himself. Moreover, the 
brutality with which the Confederates and Austrians, wherever 
their armies penetrated Saxony, treated the Protestants, made 
one regard him as the champion of Protestantism. He was 
wrong in forcing the Saxons to take service with him in his 
army after their surrender at Pirna; and the taxes and ex- 
actions have for the last three years weighed heavily on 
Saxony, but I cannot blame him for that; it was needful that 
he should have money to carry on the war, and as Saxony had 
brought it on herself, I could not blame him that he bore 
heavily upon her. Then, too, Thirza has for the last two or 
three years become a perfect enthusiast for the Prussians. 
Whether it was the king’s gracious manner to herself, or 
from some other cause, I cannot say, but she has certainly 
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become an ultra-Prussian. And now lunch must be ready, and 
you look as if you wanted it, Drummond, and I am sure Thirza 
does. She was too excited to eat supper when we got here 
last night, and as for her breakfast it was altogether untouched.” 

“No doubt you think, Drummond,” Count Eulenfurst said, 
when he called the next morning, ‘that you have done your 
duty fairly to Prussia.” 

“How do you mean, count?” Fergus replied, somewhat 
puzzled by the question. 

‘J mean that you have served five campaigns, you have been 
twice made a prisoner, you were wounded at Zorndorf, you 
nearly died of fever last winter, now you have lost your arm 
at Torgau; so I] think that you have fully done your duty 
to the king under whom you took service, and could now retire 
with a thoroughly clear conscience. My own idea is that the 
war has quite spent its strength. France is practically bank- 
rupt, Austria and Russia must be as tired of the war as 
Prussia, and this last defeat of their hopes cannot but dis- 
courage the two empresses greatly. J hear from my friends 
in Vienna that in the capital and all the large cities they are 
becoming absolutely disgusted with the war, and though it 
may go on for a while, I believe that its fury is spent. At 
any rate, I think you have earned a right to think of yourself 
as well as others. You certainly have nothing to gain by stay- 
ing longer in the service.” 

“T was thinking the same last night, count. Certainly one 
man more or less will make no difference to Frederick; but I 
thought that unless you spoke of it I should let matters go on 
as they are, except that I thought of asking for three months’ 
leave to go home.” 
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“That you should go home for a few months is an excellent 
plan, Drummond; but I think it would be better that, when 
you were there, you should be able to stay five or six months 
if so inclined. Go to the king, tell him frankly that you 
feel that you want rest and quiet for a time, that you have 
no longer any occasion in the pecuniary way for remaining in 
the army, and that you want to get married—all good reasons 
for resigning a commission. You see we have now some sort 
of right to have a voice in the matter. You had a narrow 
escape at Torgau, and next time you might not be so fortunate, 
and, anxious as we are for Thirza’s happiness, we do think it 
is high time that you retired from the service.” 

“That decides it, count. I myself have had quite enough 
of this terrible work. Were I a Prussian, I should owe my 
first duty to the country, and as long as the war continued 
should feel myself bound to set aside all private considerations 
to defend her to the last; but it is not so, and my first duty 
now is assuredly to Thirza, to you, and to the countess. 
Therefore I will this morning go to the king and ask him to 
allow me to resign my commission.” 

“Do so, Drummond. I thought of saying as much to you 
last year, but the anxiety of those terrible three or fou. «ays 
after Torgau decided me. If I thought that your honour was 
concerned in remaining longer in the army, I should be the 
last to advise you to leave it, even for the sake of my daugh- 
ter’s happiness, but as it is not so, I have no hesitation in 
urging you to retire.” 

‘“"Tis a good time for me to leave now. My cousin, the 
Karl Marischal Keith, returned here three days ago, and I will 
get him to go with me to the king.” 
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“T shall say nothing to my wife and Thirza about it till I 
see you again, Drummond. Of course the king cannot refuse, 
but I should like him to take it in good part, as indeed I 
doubt not that he will.” 

“T have no doubt that he will too, count. You may think 
it absurd and perhaps vain of me, but indeed it is of the king 
that I am thinking rather than of myself. During the past 
three years he has been good enough to treat me with singular 
kindness. He has had trouble and care which would have 
broken down most men, and I think that it has been some relief 
to him to put aside his cares and troubles for an hour or two of 
an evening, and to talk to a young fellow like myself on all sorts 
of matters, just as he does to Sir John Mitchell and my cousin, 
the Earl Marischal.” 

“T have no doubt of it, Drummond, and I quite understand 
your feeling in the matter; still, we are selfish enough to think 
of our feelings too.” 

As soon as the count left, Fergus put on his full uniform 
and went to the king’s quarters. He first saw the Earl Marischal 
and told him his errand. 

“You are quite right,” the old man said heartily. ‘“ You have 
done more than enough fighting, and there is no saying how 
long this war may drag on. I told you, when I first heard of 
your engagement to the young countess, that I was glad indeed 
that you were not always to remain a soldier of fortune, and 
I am sure that the king will consider that you have more than 
done your duty by remaining in his service for a year after 
having so splendid a prospect before you. Frederick is disen- 
gaged at present, and I will go over with you to him and will 
myself open the matter.” 
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Fergus had not seen the king since his arrival at Leipzig. 

“T am truly glad to see you on your feet again,” the latter 
said as Fergus followed his cousin into the room. “TI felt by 
no means sure that I should ever see you again on that day 
after Torgau, but you still look very thin and pulled down. 
You want rest, lad; we all want rest, but it is not all of us 
that can get it.” 

“That is what he has come to speak to you about, your 
majesty,” Keith said. ‘I told you a year ago that he was 
engaged to be married to the daughter of Count Kulentfurst.” 

The king nodded. “I remember her, the bright little lady 
who received me when I went to her father’s house.” 

“The same, sire. He thinks that the warning he had at 
Torgau was sufficient, and that, having done his best in your 
majesty’s cause, he has now earned a right to think of himself 
and her, and so he would beg your majesty to allow him to 
resign his commission and to retire from the service.” 

“He has certainly well earned the right,” the king said 
gravely. “He has done me right good and loyal service, even 
putting aside that business at Zorndorf; and not the least of 
those services has been that he has often cheered me by his 
talk when I sorely needed cheering. That empty sleeve of his, 
that scar won at Zorndorf, are all proofs how well he has done 
his duty, and his request, now that fortune has smiled upon 
him in other ways, is a fair and reasonable one. I hope, 
Colonel Drummond,” he went on in a lighter tone, “that, as 
you will be settled in Saxony—and this war cannot go on for 
ever—I shall some day see you and your bride at Berlin. 
None will be more welcome.” 

“He is going home to Scotland for a few months in the first 
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place,” Keith said. ‘It is only right that he should visit his 
mother and people there before he settles here. He will, like 
enough, be back again before the campaign opens in the spring.” 

Fergus, whose heart was very full, said a few words of thanks 
to the king for the kindness that he had always shown him and 
for what he had now said, and assured him that he should not 
only come to Berlin as soon as peace was made, but that as long 
as the war lasted he would pay his respects to him every year 
when he was in winter quarters; he then withdrew and made 
his way to the hotel. 

‘Tt is done,” he said to the count as he entered. ‘I have 
resigned my commission, and the king has accepted it. He was 
most kind. Jam glad that I have done it, and yet it was a very 
hard thing to do.” 

Thirza uttered an exclamation of joy. ‘Iam glad indeed, 
Fergus, that you are not going to that terrible war again.” 

‘JY can understand your feelings, Drummond,” the count 
said, putting his hand upon his shoulder. ‘I know that it must 
have been a wrench to you, but that will pass off in a short time, 
You have done your duty nobly, and have fairly earned a rest. 
Now let us talk of other things. When do you think of start- 
ing for Scotland ?” 

“To that I must reply,” Fergus said with a smile, “ How 
long are you thinking of stopping here? Assuredly I shall 
not want to be going as long as you are here. And in any 
case I should like my mother to have a week’s notice before I 
come home, and J think that in another fortnight my wound 
will be completely healed.” 

“T was thinking,” the count said, “that you will want to 
take a nurse with you.” 
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“Do you mean, count,” Fergus exclaimed eagerly, “that 
Thirza could go with me? That would be happiness indeed.” 

‘“‘T don’t quite see why she should not, Drummond. There 
are churches here, and clergymen. What do you say, Thirza?” 

“Qh, father,” the girl said with a greatly heightened 
colour, “I could never be ready so soon as that! Could I, 
mother ?” 

“T don’t know, my dear. Your father was talking to me 
an hour ago about it, and that was what I said; but he 
answered that, although you might not be able to get a great 
many clothes made, there will be plenty of time to get your 
things from home, and that in some respects 1t would be much 
more convenient for you to be married here than at Dresden. 
Your marriage with one who had so lately left the service of 
Prussia would hardly be a popular one with the Austrians in 
Dresden. So that, altogether, the plan would be convenient. 
We can set the milliners to work at once, and in another fort- 
night get your bridal dress ready, and such things as are 
absolutely necessary. Of course, if you would rather remain 
single for another three or four months, your father and | 
would not wish to press you unduly.” 

“Tt is not that, mother,” she said shyly, “but it does seem 
so very quick.” | 

“If a thing is good, the sooner it is done the better,” the 
count said; and Thirza offered no further objection. The next 
day an order appeared that Colonel Fergus Drummond had 
been advanced another step in the order of the Black Hagle, 
following which came: 

Colonel Fergus Drummond having lost an arm at the battle of 
Torgau, has resigned his commission, which has been accepted with 
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great regret by the king, the services of Colonel Drummond having 
been in the highest degree meritorious and distinguished. 


The king having heard from the Earl Marischal that Fergus 
was to be married at Leipzig before leaving for Scotland, took 
great interest in the matter, and when the time came was him- 
self present in the cathedral, together with a brilliant gathering 
of generals and other officers of the army in the vicinity, and 
of many Saxon families of distinction who were acquainted 
with Count Eulenfurst. Fergus had obtained Karl’s dis- 
charge from the army, the latter, who had long since served 
his full time, having begged most earnestly to remain in his 
service. 

On the following day Fergus started with his wife for 
Scotland, drove to Magdeburg, and four days later reached 
Hamburg, where they embarked on board a ship for Edinburgh, 
Karl of course accompanying them. It was a day to be long 
remembered in the glen when Colonel Drummond and his 
Saxon wife came to take possession of his father’s estates, where 
his mother had now been established for upwards of a year, in 
the old mansion. 

It was late when they arrived. A body of mounted men 
with torches met them at the boundary of the estate, and 
accompanied them to the house, where all the tenants and 
clansmen were assembled. Great bonfires blazed, and scores 
of torches added to the picturesque effect. A party of pipers 
struck up an air of welcome as they drove forward, and a 
roar of cheering and shouts of welcome greeted them. 

“Welcome to your Scottish home!” Fergus said to his wife. 
‘Tis a poor place in comparison with your father’s, but no- 
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where in the world will you find truer hearts and a warmer 
greeting than here.” 

His mother was standing on the steps as he leapt out, and 
she embraced him with tears of joy, while after him she gave 
a warm and affectionate greeting to Thirza. Then lIergus 
turned to the clansmen who stood thronging round the en- 
trance, with waving torches and bonnets thrown wildly in the 
air, and said a few words of thanks for their welcome, and 
of the pleasure and pride he felt in coming again among them 
as the head of the clan and master of his father’s estates. 
Then he presented Thirza to them as their mistress. 

‘She has brought me another home across the sea,” he said, 
“but she will soon come to love this as well as her own; and 
though I shall be absent part of the time, she will come with 
me every summer to stay among you, and will regard you as 
her people as well as mine.” 

Among the dependants ranged in the hall was Wulf, with 
whom Fergus shook hands warmly, 

“T should never have got on as well as I have, Wulf,” he 
said, ‘“‘had it not been for your teaching, both in German and 
in arms. I commend to your special care my servant Karl, 
who speaks no English, and will feel strange here at first. 
He has been my companion all this time, has given me most 
faithful service, and has saved my life more than once; he 
has now left the army to follow me.” 

Fergus remained three months at home. Thirza was de- 
lighted with the country and the affection shown by the people 
to Fergus, and studied diligently to learn the language, that 
she might be able to communicate personally with them, and 
above all with Mrs. Drummond, to whom she speedily became 
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much attached. At the end of April they returned to Saxony, 
and took up their abode on the estate the count had settled on 
them at their marriage. 

For two years longer the war continued, but with much 
diminished fury, and there was no great battle fought. The 
king planted himself in a camp which he rendered impreg- 
nable, and there menacing the routes by which the Saxon and 
Russian armies brought their supplies from Bohemia, paralysed 
their movements, while General Platen made a raid into Poland 
and destroyed a great portion of the Russian magazines in that 
direction, so that the campaign came to naught. Ferdinand 
with the aid of his English defeated Broglio and Soubise at 
Villingshausen, Soubise remaining inactive during the battle, 
as Broglio had done at Minden. 

At the beginning of 1762 a happy event for the king took 
place. The Empress of Russia died, and Peter, a great admirer 
of Frederick, came to the throne. The Prussian king at once 
released all the Russian prisoners and sent them back, and 
Peter returned the compliment by sending home the Prussian 
prisoners, and six weeks after his accession issued a declaration 
that there ought to be peace with the King of Prussia, and 
that the czar was resolved that the war should be ended; he 
at once gave up East Prussia and other conquests, and recalled 
the Russian army. He not only did this, but he ordered his 
General Czernichef to march and join the king. The news 
caused absolute dismay in Austria, and hastened the Swedes 
to conclude a peace with Frederick. They had throughout the 
war done little, but the peace set free the force that had been 
watching them, and which had regularly every year driven them 
back as fast as they endeavoured to invade Prussia on that side. 
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In July, however, the murder of Peter threw all into con- 
fusion again; but Catherine had no desire to renew the war, 
and it was evident that this was approaching its end. She 
therefore recalled her army, which had already joined that of 
the king. England and France too were negotiating terms 
of peace, and it was clear that Austria single-handed could not 
hope to win back Silesia. ‘The king gained several small but 
important successes, and recaptured the important fortress of 
Schweidnitz. Then came long negotiations, and on the follow- 
ing February a general peace was signed by all the Powers, 
Prussia retaining her frontiers as at the beginning of the 
war. 

From this time Fergus Drummond’s life passed uneventfully. 
Iivery year he went to his old home with his wife, and as time 
went on brought his children to Scotland, and every winter he 
spent a fortnight at Berlin. When his second son reached the 
age of twelve he sent him to school in England, and there pre- 
pared him to succeed to the Scottish estate. This he did not 
do for many years, entering the British army and winning the 
rank of colonel in the Peninsular war, and it was not until 
some years after the battle of Waterloo that, at the death of 
his father, he retired and settled down on the Scottish estates 
that were now his. The rest of Colonel Drummond’s family 
took their mother’s nationality. 

Fergus did not come in for the whole of the Eulenfurst 
estates until thirty years after his marriage. He then took 
up his abode with his wife at the mansion where they had 
first met near Dresden, and retaining a sufficient share of the 
estates to support his position, divided the remainder among 
his children, considering that the property was too large to be 
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owned with advantage by any one person. His descendants 
are still large land-owners in various parts of Saxony. 

The king survived the signature of the peace for twenty-five 
years, during which he devoted himself to repairing the damage 
his country had suffered by the war, and by incessant care and 
wise reforms he succeeded in rendering Prussia far wealthier 
and more prosperous than it had been when he succeeded to 
the throne. Lindsay rose to the rank of general in the Prus- 
slan service, and his friendship with Fergus remained close and 
unbroken. The old Earl Marischal survived his younger 
brother for twenty years, and was to the last one of the king’s 
dearest and most intimate friends. 


THE END. 


PRINTED BY BLACKIE AND SON, LIMITED, GLASGOW. 


en ee ee ee 


Blackie & Son’s 
Illustrated Story Books 


HISTORICAL TALES BY 


G. A. HENTY 


With Kitchener in the Soudan: ir Pvc: 


and Omdurman. With to Illustrations by W. RAINEY, R.1., and 
3 Maps. 6s. 


In carrying out various special missions with which he is entrusted the 
hero displays so much dash and enterprise that he soon attains an ex- 
ceptionally high rank for his age. In all the operations he takes a dis- 
tinguished part, and adventure follows so close on adventure that the 
end of the story is reached all too soon. 

‘Mr. Henty has collected a vast amount of information about the reconquest of 


the Soudan, and he succeeds in impressing it upon his reader’s mind at the very time 
when he Is interesting him most.”—Lzterary World. 


= 1 1t4 : . AStory of the Carlist 
With the British Pees oS 


trations by WAL PAGET. 6s. 


The hero joins the British Legion, which was raised by Sir de Lacy 
Evans to support the cause of Queen Christina and the infant Queen 
Isabella, and as soon as he sets foot on Spanish soil his adventures begin 
Arthur is one of Mr. Henty’s most brilliant heroes, and the tale of his 
experiences is thrilling and breathless from first to last. 


“‘It is a rattling story told with verve and spirit.”"—Pall Mall Gazette. 


~The Treasure of the Incas: “ '°.% At 


venture in Peru. 
With 8 Illustrations by WAL PAGET, anda Map. 5s. 


The heroes of this powerful story go to Peru to look ivr the treasure 
which the Incas hid when the Spaniards invaded the country. Their task 
is both arduous and dangerous, but though they are often disappointed, 
their courage and perseverance are at last amply rewarded. 


‘The interest never flags for one moment, and the story is told with vigour.’ 
— World. 


(46 ] (1) A 


From WITH THE BRITISH LEGION 


(See page 1) 


By G. A. HENTY 


' -, ., A Tale of the South 
With Roberts to Pretoria: ee ee ae 


12 Illustrations by WILLIAM RAINEY, R.I., and a Map. 6s. 


The hero takes part in the series of battles that end in the disaster at 
Magersfontein, is captured and imprisoned in the race-course at Pretoria, 
but escapes in time to fight at Paardeberg and march with the victorious 
army to Bloemfontein. He rides with Colonel Mahon’s column to the 
relief of Mafeking, and accomplishes the return journey with such despatch 
as to be able to join in the triumphant advance to Pretoria. 


‘“‘In this story of the South African war Mr. Henty proves once more his incon- 
testable pre-eminence as a writer for boys.” —Staudard. 


' . A Tale of Hotspur and 
Both Sides the Border: Glendower. With 12 page 


Illustrations by RALPH PEACOCK. 6s. 


The hero casts in his lot with the Percys, and becomes esquire to Sir 
Henry, the gallant Hotspur. He is sent on several dangerous and impor- 
tant missions in which he acquits himself with great valour. 


** With boys the story should rank among Mr. Henty’s best.” —Standard. 


*‘A vivid picture of that strange past. . . when England and Scotland . . . were 
torn by faction and civil war. ”_Onward. 


or, Napoleon’s Retreat, 


Through Russian Snows : 2% "ape cons 
8 page Illustrations by W. H. OVEREND. 5s. 


Julian Wyatt becomes, quite innocently, mixed up with smugglers, who 
carry him to France, and hand him over as a prisoner to the French. 
He subsequently regains his freedom by joining Napoleon’s army in the 
campaign against Russia. 


**The story of the campaign is very graphically told.”"—S?¢. Fames’s Gazette. 


**One of Mr. Henty’s best books, which will be hailed with joy by his many eager 
readers.” — Journal of Education. 


‘*Ts full of life and action.” —Yournal of Education. 


° : ; « A Story of the Liberation of 
Out with Garibaldi " Italy. With 8 page Illustra- 


tions by W. RAINEY, R.I., and two Maps. 5s. 


Mr. Henty makes the liberation of Italy by Garibaldi the groundwork of 
an exciting tale of adventure. The hero is an English lad who joins the 
expedition and takes a prominent part in the extraordinary series of opera- 
tions that ended in the fall of the Neapolitan kingdom. 


‘* A first-rate story of stirring deeds.” ~—Daily Chronicle. 
“Full of hard fighting, gallant rescues, and narrow escapes.”- -Graphic. 
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G. A. HENTY 


: | . A Tale of the 
At the Paint of the Bayonet: * 12° fs 


With 12 Illustrations by WAL PAGET, and 2 Maps. 6s. 


Harry Lindsay is carried off to the hills and brought up as a Mahratta. 
At the age of sixteen he becomes an officer in the service of the Mahratta 
prince at Poona, and afterwards receives a commission in the army of 
the East India Company. His courage and enterprise are rewarded by 
quick promotion, and at the end of the war he sails for England, where 
he succeeds in establishing his right to the family estates. 


‘** A brisk, dashing narrative.” — Bookman. 


—~Under Wellineton’s Command: 7 
Und ll ot 5 C d : Tale of 
e Penin- 


sular War. With 12 page Illustrations by WAL PAGET. 6s. 


In this stirring romance Mr. Henty gives us the further adventures of 
Terence O’Connor, the hero of W2th Afoore at Corunna. We are told 
how, in alliance with a small force of Spanish guermillas, the gallant regiment 
of Portuguese levies commanded by Terence keeps the whole of the French 
army in check at a critical period of the war, rendering invaluable service 
to the Iron Duke and his handful of British troops. 


“* An admirable exposition of Mr. Henty’s masterly method of combining instruction 
with amusement.” —/V orld. 


_ . A Story of the First Afghan 
To Flerat and Cabul ° War. With 8 full-page Illus- 


‘trations by C. M. SHELDON, and Map. 5s. 


The hero takes a distinguished part in the defence of Herat, and subse- 
quently obtains invaluable information for the British army during the first 
Afghan war. He is fortunately spared the horrors of the retreat from 
Cabul, and shares in the series of operations by which that most disastrous 
blunder was retrieved. 


‘* We can heartily commend it to boys, old and young.” —SZectator. 


- With Cochrane the Dauntless: * Ja of 
Is Exploits. 


With 12 page Illustrations by W. H. MARGETSON. _ 6s. 


It would be hard to find, even in sensational fiction, a more daring leader 
than Lord Cochrane, or a career which supplies so many thrilling exploits. 
The manner in which, almost single-handed, he scattered the French fleet 
in the Basque Roads is one of the greatest feats in English naval history. 


‘* As rousing and interesting a book as boys could wish for.”—Saturday Review. 
*“This tale we specially recommend.” —St. Fames’s Gazette. 
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STORIES BY G. A. HENTY 


G. A. HENTY 


: . A Tale of the Western 
Redskin and Cow-Boy " Plains. With 12 page 


IJlustrations by ALFRED PEARSE. 6s. 


Hugh Tunstall accompanies a frontiersman on a hunting expedition on 
the Plains, and then seeks employment as a cow-boy on a cattle ranch. 
His experiences during a ‘‘round up” present in picturesque form the toil- 
some, exciting, adventurous life of a cow-boy; while the perils of a frontier 
settlement are vividly set forth. Subsequently, the hero joins a wagon- 
team, and the interest is sustained in a fight with, and capture of, brigands. 


‘* A strong interest of open-air life and movement pervades the whole book.” 
—Scotsman. 


—~ With Buller in Natal : or, A Born Leader. With 


10 page Illustrations by 
W. RAINEY, R.I., and a Map. 6s. 


The heroic story of the relief of Ladysmith forms the theme of one of the 
most powerful romances that have come from Mr. Henty’s pen. When the 
war breaks out, the hero, Chris King, and his friends band themselves to- 
gether under the title of the Maritzburg Scouts. From first to last the boy 
scouts are constantly engaged in perilous and exciting enterprises, from 
which they always emerge triumphant, thanks to their own skill and cour- 
age, and the dash and ingenuity of their leader. 


*€ Just the sort of book to inspire an enterprising boy.”—Avrmy and Navy Gazette. 


_ ? ‘qq. or, The Freeing of the Nether- 
By England S Aid: lands (1585-1604). With 10 


page Illustrations by ALFRED PEARSE, and 4 Maps. 6s. 


Two English lads go to Holland in the service of one of “ the fighting 
Veres”’. After many adventures one of the lads finds himself on board a 
Spanish ship at the defeat of the Armada, and escapes from Spain only to 
fall into the hands of the Corsairs. He is successful, however, in getting 
back to Spain, and regains his native country after the capture of Cadiz. 


“‘ Boys know and love Mr. Henty’s books of adventure, and will welcome his tale 
of the freeing of the Netherlands.” —A thenaum. 


~Condemned asa Nihilist: ee of Escape 
rom Siberia. With 


5 page Illustrations by WAL PAGET. 5s. 


Godfrey Bullen, a young Englishman resident in St. Petersburg, becomes 
involved in various political plots, resulting in his seizure and exile to 
Siberia. After an unsuccessful attempt to escape, he gives himself up to the 
Kussian authorities. Eventually he escapes, and reaches home, having 
safely accomplished a perilous journey which lasts nearly two years, 


‘*The escape from Siberia is well told and the description of prison life is very 
graphic.”"—Academy. 
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Frou THE TREASURE OF THE INCAS 


By G. A. HENTY (See page 1) 


G. A. HENTY 


_ ° . A Story of the New Zealand 
Maor1 and Settler : War. With 8 page LIllustra- 


tions by ALFRED PEARSE. 5s. 


The Renshaws lose their property and emigrate to New Zealand. Wilfrid, 
a strong, self-reliant lad, is the mainstay of the household. The odds seem 
hopelessly against the party, but they succeed in establishing themselves 
happily in one of the pleasantest of the New Zealand valleys. 


‘* A book which all young people, but especially boys, will read with avidity.” 
-—A theneum. 


= ' ; . A Story of the Roman Invasion of 
Beric the Briton * Britain. With 12 page Illustrations 


by W. PARKINSON. | 6s. 


Beric is a boy-chief of a British tribe which takes a prominent part in 
the insurrection under Boadicea: and after the defeat of that heroic queen 
he continues the struggle in the fen-country. Ultimately Beric is defeated 
and carried captive to Rome, where he succeeds in saving a Christian maid 
by slaying a lion in the arena, and is rewarded by being made the personal 
protector of Nero. Finally, he escapes and returns to Britain, where he 
becomes a wise ruler of his own people. 

** He 1s a hero of the most attractive kind. . . . One of the most spirited and well- 
imagined stories Mr. Henty has written.”—Saturday Review. 


** His conflict with a lion in the arena is a thrilling chapter.” 
—School Board Chronicle. 


** Full of every form of heroisin and pluck.”—Christian World. 


-The Dash for Khartoum: * (26 of he Nile 
xpedition. With to 


page Illustrations by JOHN SCHONBERG and J. NASH. 6s. 


In the record of recent British history there is no more captivating page 
for boys than the story of the Nile campaign, and the attempt to rescue 
General Gordon. For, in the difficulties which the expedition encountered, 
and in the perils which it overpassed, are found all the excitement of 
romance, as well as the fascination which belongs to real events. 

“The Dash for Khartoum is your ideal boys’ book.” — 7 adlet. 


“It is hterally true that the narrative never flags a moment.”—Academy. 


“The Dash for Khartoum: will be appreciated even by those who don’t ordinarily 
care a dash for anything.” —Puxch. 


-With Wolfe in Canada: 0 ‘he Winning of a 


Continent. With 12 
page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE. 6s. 


Mr. Henty tells the story of the struggle between Britain and France for 
supremacy on the North American continent. The fall of Quebec decided 
that the Anglo-Saxon race should predominate in the New World; that 
Britain, and not France, should take the lead among the nations. 


“A moving tale of military exploit and thrilling adventure.”—Daily News. 
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BLACKIE’ S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


G. A. HENTY 
~Held Fast for England: 4.Tale of the Siege of 


Gibraltar. With 8 
page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE. $s. 


The story deals with one of the most memorable sieges in history. The 
hero, a young Englishman resident in Gibraltar, takes a brave and worthy 
part in the long defence, and we learn with what bravery, resourcefulness, 
and tenacity the Rock was held for England. 


““ There is no cessation of exciting incident throughout the story.”—A theneum. 


_ ; : . A Tale of War in Flanders 
In the Irish Brigade " and Spain. With 12 page 


Illustrations by CHARLES M. SHELDON. 6s. 


The hero is a young officer in the Irisn Brigade, which for many years 
after the siege of Limerick formed the backbone of the French army. He 
goes through many stirring adventures, successfully carries out dangerous 
missions in Spain, saves a large portion of the French army at Oudenarde, 
and even has the audacity to kidnap the Prime Minister of England. 


** A stirring book of military adventure.”— Scotsman. 


A Tale of the White Hoods of Paris. 


—At Agincout!t: With 12 page Illustrations by WAL 


PAGET. 6s. 


Sir Eustace de Villeroy, in journeying from Hampshire to his castle in 
France, made young Guy Aylmer one of his escort. Soon thereafter the 
castle was attacked, and the English youth displayed such valour that his 
liege-lord made him commander of a special mission to Paris. This he 
accomplished, returning in time to take part in the campaign against the 
French which ended in the glorious victory for England at Agincourt. ~ 


“Cannot fail to commend itself to boys of all ages.” —Manchester Courter. 


A Tale of Busn Life in 
Australia. With 8 page 


~A Final Reckoning: 


Ilustrations by W. B. WOLLEN. 5s. 


The hero, a young Englishman, emigrates to Australia, where he gets 
employment as an officer in the mounted police. A few years of active 
work gain him promotion to a captaincy. In that post he greatly distin- 
guishes himself, and finally leaves the service and settles down as a squatter. 


‘‘A stirring story capitally told.”—Guardian. 
18 ) 
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'* Young readers have no better friends than Blackie & Son.” — Westminster Gazette. 


Blackie & Son’s 
Story Books for Boys 


GG. MANVILLE FENN 


: ? . A Romance of the Great East 
Dick ° the Fens: Swamp. With 12 page Illus- 


trations by FRANK DADD. 6s. 


Dick o’ the Fens and Tom o’ Grimsey are the sons of a squire and a 
farmer living in Lincolnshire. Many sketches of their shooting and fishing 
experiences are related, while the record of the fenmen’s stealthy resistance 
to the great draining scheme is full of keen interest. The ambushes and 
shots in the mist and dark, and the long- baffled attempts to trace the 
lurking foe, are described with Mr. Fenn’s wonted skill. 

‘Mr. Fenn has here very nearly attained perfection. Life in the Fens in the old 
ante-drainage days is admirably reproduced. We have not of late come across a 
historical fiction, whether intended for boys or for men, which deserves to be so 


heartily praised as regards plot, incidents, and spirit. It is its author’s masterpiece 
as yet.’ —Spectator. 


_ : . A Boy’s Adventures in the Eastern 
Nat the Naturalist " Seas. With 8 page Pictures by 


GORDON BROWNE. 5s. 


The boy Nat and his uncle go on a voyage to the islands of the Eastern 
seas to seek specimens in natural history, and their adventures there are full 
of interest and excitement. The descriptions of Mr. Ebony, their black 
comrade, and of the scenes of savage life sparkle with genuine humour. 


‘‘This book encourages independence of character, develops resource, and teaches 
a boy to keep his eyes open.” —Saturday Review. 


. A Tale of the Land of the 
-The Golden Magnet * Incas. With 12 page II- 


lustrations by GORDON BROWNE. 35. 


The tale is of a romantic youth, who leaves home to seek his fortune in 
South America. He is accompanied by a faithful companinn, who, in the 
capacity both of comrade and henchman, <loes true service, and shows the 
dogged courage of an English lad during their strange adventures. 


“‘There could be no more welcome present for a boy. ‘There is not a dull page, 
and many will be read with breathless interest.” —Fournal of Education. 
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By ERNEST GLANVILLE (See page 11) 


In the Great White Land: 4 Te °f the Ant 


arctic Ocean. With 
6 Illustrations by J. A. WALTON. 35. 6d. 


This is a most fascinating story from beginning to end. It is a true 
picture of what daring healthful British men and boys can do, written by 
an author whose name is a household word wherever the English language 
is spoken. All is described with a master’s hand, and the plot is Just such 
as boys love. 

‘‘ The narrative goes with a swing and a dash from start to finish.”—Pzdblze Opznzon. 


ERNEST GLANVILLE 


: . A Story of Adventure in 
The Diamond Seekers: South Africa. With 8 


Illustrations by WILLIAM RAINEY, R.I. 6s. 


The discovery of the plan of the diamond mine, the dangers incurred in 
reaching the wild, remote spot in an armoured wagon, and the many 
incidents of farm and veldt life, are vividly described by an author who 
knows the country well. 

**We have seldom seen a better story for boys.”—Guardian. 


Capt. F. S. BRERETON, R.A.M.C. 
One of the Fighting Scouts: * [a6 0 Guer 


rilla Warfare in 
South Africa. With 8 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD, and 
a Map. Svs. 


This story deals with the guerrilla aspect of the Boer War, and shows 
how George Ransome is compelled to leave his father’s farm and take 
service with the British. He is given the command of a band of scouts 
as a reward for gallantry, and with these he punishes certain rebels for 
a piece of rascality, and successfully attacks Botha’s commando. Thanks 
to his knowledge of the veldt he is of signal service to his country, and 
even outwits the redoubtable De Wet. 

‘* Altogether an unusually good story.”— Yorkshire Post. 


- Under the Spangled Banner: 2 (2 o te 


Spanish-Amer1- 
can War. With 8 Illustrations by PAUL HARDY. 5s. 


Hal Marchant is in Cuba before the commencement of hostilities. A 
Spaniard who has been frustrated in an attempt to rob Hal’s employer 
attacks the hacienda and is defeated, but turns the tables by denouncing 
Hal as a spy. The hero makes good his escape from Santiago, and 
afterwards fights for America both on land and at sea. The story gives a 
vivid and at the same time accurate account of this memorable struggle. 

** Just the kind of book that a boy would delight in.”—Schoolmaster. 
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FREDERICK HARRISON 
The Boys of Wynport College. 


by HAROLD COPPING. 35. Mew Edition. 


The hero and his chums differ as widely in character as in personal ap- 
pearance. We have Patrick O’Fflahertie, the good-natured Irish boy; 
Jack Brookes, the irrepressible humorist; Davie Jackson, the true-hearted 
little lad, on whose haps and mishaps the plot to a great extent turns; 
and the hero himself, who finds in his experiences at Wynport College 
a wholesome corrective of a somewhat lax home training. 

“A book which no well-regulated school-boy should be without.” 


LEON GOLSCHMANN.—™ 


. A Story of the Siberian Forest. Adapted 
Boy Crusoes * from the Russian by LEON GOLSCHMANN. 


With 6 page Illustrations by J. FINNEMORE, R.I. 3s. 6d. 


Two Russian lads are so deeply impressed by reading Robinson Crusoe 
that they run away from home. They lose their way in a huge trackless 
forest, and for two years are kept busy hunting for food, fighting against 
wolves and other enemies, and labouring to increase their comforts, before 
they are rescued. 

‘“’This is a story after a boy’s own heart.” —WVottingham Guardian. 


MEREDITH FLETCHER 


: . A School Story. With 6 
Every Inch a Briton * page Illustrations by SYDNEY 
COWELL. 3s. 6d. 


This story is written from the point of view of an ordinary boy, who gives 
an animated account of a young public-schoolboy’s life. No moral is 
drawn; yet the story indicates a kind of training that goes to promote 
veracity, endurance, and enterprise; and of each of several of the characters 
it might be truly said, he is worthy to be called, ‘‘ Every Inch a Briton”. 

“In Every Inch a Briton Mr. Meredith Fletcher has scored a success.” 


EDGAR PICKERING 


With 4 Illustrations by W. S. 
In Press-Gang Days. STACEY. 25.6d. New Edition. 


Tn this story Harry Waring is caught by the Press-gang and carried on 
board His Majesty’s ship Savzdwich. He takes part in the mutiny of the 
Nore, and shares in some hard fighting on board the Phazix. He is with 
Nelson, also, at the storming of Santa Cruz, and the battle of the Nile. 


“It is of Marryat, that friend of our boyhood, we think as we read this delightful 
story; for it is not only a story of adventure, with incidents well-conceived and 
arranged, but the characters are interesting and well-distinguished.”—Acadezzy. 
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With 6 II- 
lustrations 


BLACKIE'S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


FRED SMITH 
The Boyhood of a Naturalist. }V"h° Pass 


Illustrations. 
38. 6d. New Edition. 


Few lovers of Nature have given to the world a series of recollections so 
entertaining, so vigorous, and so instinct with life as these delightful remin- 
iscences. The author takes the reader with him in the rambles in which he 
spent the happiest hours of his boyhood, a humble observer of the myriad 
forms of life in field and copse, by stream and hedgerow. 

‘“We cannot too highly recommend the book to all readers.” —Guardzan. 


~The World of Animal Life. Eated by FREP 


SMITH. Pro- 
fusely Illustrated with Engravings after F. SPECHT and other 
eminent artists. 55. 


The aim of Zhe World of Animal Life is to give in non-scientific lan- 
guage an account of those inhabitants of the land, sea, and sky with whose 
names we are all familiar, but concerning whose manner of life the majority 
of us have only the haziest conceptions. 

‘*An admirable volume for the young mind enquiring after Nature.” 


E; D GA R P I C K E R I N (5 —Birmingham Gazette. 


An Old-Time Yarn Adventures in the West Indies 
and Mexico with Hawkins and 


Drake. With 6 page Illustrations by ALFRED PEARSE. 3s. 6d. 


The hero sails from Plymouth in the flagship of Master John Hawkins. 
Divers are the perils through which he passes. Chief of these are the 
destruction of the English ships by the treacherous Spaniards, the fight 
round the burning vessels, the journey of the prisoners to the city of Mexico, 
the horrors of the Inquisition, and the final escape to England. 


*‘An excellent story of adventure. . . . The book is thoroughly to be recom 
mended.”--Guardian. : 


CLIVE PHILLIPPS-WOLLEY 


1 ' . AStory of Adventure in 
Gold, Gold os Cariboo * British Columbia. With 


4 Illustrations by G. C. HINDLEY. 25.6d. New Fadztion. 


Ned Corbett, a young Englishman, and his companion set out with 
a pack-train in order to obtain gold on the upper reaches of the Fraser 
River. After innumerable adventures, and a life-and-death struggle with 
the Arctic weather of that wild region, they find the secret gold-mines for 
which they have toilsomely searched. 


“It would be difficult to say too much in favour of Gold, Gold tu Cariboo. We 
have seldom read a more exciting tale of wild mining adventure in a singularly 
inaccessible country. ‘There is a capital plot, and the interest is sustained to the 
last page.”—The Times. 
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ROBERT LEIGHTON 


With 6 = Illustrations by 
The Golden Galleon. W. RAINEY, R.I. 35. Mew 
Fedttion. 


Gilbert Oglander, and his friend, Timothy Trollope, join in Lord 
Thomas Howard’s expedition to intercept the Spanish treasure-fleet from 
the West Indies, and are on board 7he Revenge in the memorable fight 
between that one little man-of-war and fifty-three great galleons of Spain. 
After the battle come storm and shipwreck, and the lads, having drifted 
for days, find refuge on board a derelict galleon, whence they are rescued 
and brought home to England. 


‘‘A well-constructed and lively historical romance.” —Sectator. 


S. BARING-GOULD 


: . A Story of Iceland in the days 
Grettir the Outlaw * of the Vikings, With 6 page 


Illustrations by M. ZENO DIEMER. 3s. 


A narrative of adventure of the most romantic kind. No boy will be able 
to withstand the magic of such scenes as the fight of Grettir with the twelve 
bearserks, the wrestle with Karr the Old in the chamber of the dead, the 
combat with the spirit of Glam the thrall, and the defence of the dying 
Grettir by lis younger brother. 


‘“ Has a freshness, a freedom, a sense of sun and wind and the open air, which make 
it irresistible.” —Natzonal Observer. 


C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE 


: . or, Two Years from Land. 
The Captured Cruiser * With 6 page Illustrations 


by F. BRANGWYN. 3s. 6d. 


The central incidents deal with the capture, during the war between Chih 
and Peru, of an armed cruiser. The heroes and their companions break 
from prison in Valparaiso, board this warship in the night, overpower the 
watch, escape to sea under the fire of the forts, and finally, after marvellous 
adventures, lose the cruiser among the icebergs near Cape Horn. 


“‘The two lads and the two skippers are admirably drawn. Mr. Hyne has now 
secured a position in the first rank of writers of fiction for boys.” —Sfectator. 


_ Cry ? , With 4 page Illustrations by W. S. 
Steers Keers 2 te 


This is the extended log of a cutter which sailed from the Clyde to the 
Amazon in search of a gold reef. It relates how they discovered the 
buccaneer’s treasure in the Spanish Main, fought the Indians, turned aside 
the river Jamary by blasting, and so laid bare the gold of Stzmson’s Reef. 

‘‘ Few stories come within hailing distance of Stizson’s Reef in startling incidents 


and hairbreadth ’scapes. Jt may almost vie with Mr. R. L. Stevenson's 77easure 
(sland. —Guardian. 
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R. STEAD 


‘ : . The Adventures of a Barge-boy. With 
Grit will Tell " 4 Illustrations by D. CARLETON SMYTH. 
Cloth, zs. 6d. 


A lad whose name has been lost amidst early buffetings by hard fortune 
suffers many hardships at the hands of a bargeman, his master, and runs 
away. The various adventures and experiences with which he meets on 
the road to success, the bear-hunt in which he takes part, and the battle 
at which he acts as war correspondent, form a story of absorbing interest 
and alter a boy’s own heart. 

‘‘A thoroughly wholesome and attractive book.”—Grafhic. 


HARRY COLLINGWOOD 


: With 6 page Illustrations by C. 
The Pirate Island. J. STANILAND and J. R. WELLS. 
35. New Edttion. 


By a deed of true gallantry the hero’s whole destiny is changed, and, going 
to sea, he forms one of a party who, after being burned out of their ship in 
the South Pacific, are picked up by a pirate brig and taken to the ‘‘ Pirate 
Island”. After many thrilling adventures, they ultimately succeed in 
effecting their escape. 


‘* A capital story of the sea; indeed in our opinion the author is superior in some 
respects as a marine novelist to the better-known Mr. Clark Russéll.”— 7imes. 


FLORENCE COOMBE 
Boys of the Priory School. jib 4 pase 


Illustrations by 
HAROLD COPPING. 2s. 6d. 


The interest centres in the relations of Raymond and Hal Wentworth, 
and the process by which Raymond, the hero of the school, learns that in 
the person of his ridiculed cousin there beats a heart more heroic than his 
own. 


“Tt is an excellent work of its class, cleverly illustrated with ‘real boys’ by Mr. 
Harold Copping.” - Literature. 


JOHN C. HUTCHESON 


. A Sailor Boy’s Log. With 6 page IIlus- 
Afloat at Last: trations by W. H. OVEREND. 35. 6d. 


From the stowing of the vessel in the Thames to her recovery from the 
Pratas Reef on which she is stranded, everything is described with the 
accuracy of perfect practical knowledge of ships and sailors; and the inci- 
dents of the story range from the broad humours of the fo’c’s’le to the perils 
of flight from, and fight with, the pirates of the China Seas. 

‘As healthy and breezy a book as one could wish."—Academy. 
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Blackie & Son’s 
Story Books for Girls 


ETHEL F. HEDDLE 
A Mystery of St. Rule’s. With 8 Illustrations 


by G. DEMAIN 
HAMMOND, R.I. 68. Jllustrated Edition. 


‘‘The author has been amazingly successful in keeping her secret almost to the 
end. Yet the mystery attending a stolen diamond of ate value is so skilfully 
handled that several perfectly innocent persons seem all but hopelessly identified 
with the disappearance of the gem. Cleverly, however, as this aspect of the story 
has been managed, it has other sources of strength.” —Scotssan. 


‘‘The chief interest . . . lies in the fascinating young adventuress, who finds 
a temporary nest in the old professor’s family, and wins all hearts in St. Rule's by 
her beauty and her sweetness.”— Morning Leader. 


‘‘ Into the dignified atmosphere of a northerly academic town Miss Ethel Heddle 
introduces a coil of events worthy of Wilkie Collins.”—Alanuchester Guardian. 


KATHARINE TYNAN 


: With 8 full-page Illustrations 
A Girl of Galway. by JOHN H. Bacon. 6s. 


When Bertha Grace is on the threshold of young womanhood, she goes 
to stay with her grandfather in Ireland, with the trust from her mother of 
reconciling him and his son, Bertha’s father. Bertha finds her grandfather 
a recluse and a miser, and in the hands of an underling, who is his evil 
genius. How she keeps faith with her mother and finds her own fate, 
through many strange adventures, is the subject of the story. 


‘“‘Full of the poetic charm we are accustomed to find in the works of that gifted 
writer.” —World. 


CAROLINE AUSTIN 
Cousin Geoffrey and I. 


INSON. 35. 


With 6 full-page Illus- 
trations by W. PARK- 


The only daughter of a country gentleman finds herself unprovided for at 
her father’s death, and for some time lives as a dependant upon her kins- 
man. Life is saved from being unbearable to her by her young cousin 
Geoffrey, who at length meets with a serious accident for which she is held 
responsible. She makes a brave attempt to earn her own livelihood, until 
a startling event brings her cousin Geoffrey and herself together again. 


‘* Miss Austin’s story is bright, clever, and well developed.”—Saturday Review. 
[46] (17) . 


BLACKIE’?S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


ELLINOR DAVENPORT ADAMS 


: With 6 Illustrations 
A Queen among Girls. by HAROLD COPPING. 
Cloth, 3s. 6. 


Augusta Pembroke is the head of her school, the favourite of her teachers 
and fellow-pupils, who are attracted by her fearless and independent nature 
and her queenly bearing. She dreams of a distinguished professional 
career; but the course of her life is changed suddenly by pity for her 
timid little brother Adrian, the victim of his guardian-uncle’s harshness. 
The story describes the daring means alopted by Augusta for Adrian’s relief. 


‘An interesting and well-written narrative, in which humour and a keen eye for 
character unite to produce a book happily adapted for modern maidens.’—G/obe. 


= Girl of To-Day. With 6 page Illustrations by 


G. D. HAMMOND, R.I. 35. 6d. 


‘* What are Altruists?”’ humbly asks a small boy. ‘‘ They are only people 
who try to help others,” replies the Girl of To-Day. To help their poorer 
neighbours, the boys and girls of Woodend band themselves together into 
the Soczety of Altrutsts. That they have plenty of fun is seen in the 
shopping expedition and in the successful Christmas entertainment. 


““It is a spirited story. The characters are true to nature and carefully developed. 
Such a book as this is exactly what is needed to give a school-girl an interest in the 
development of character.”’—Educational Times. 


FRANCES ARMSTRONG 


re With 6 Illustrations by JOHN H. 
A Girl S Loyalty. BACON. Cloth, 3s. 6a Mew 
fdition. 


When she was still but a child, Helen Grant received from her grand- 
father, on his death-bed, a secret message. The brief words remained 
fast in her memory, and dominated her whole career. She was loyal to 
her trust, however, and to her friends in the hour of their need. For the 
girl was possessed of that quick courage which leaps up in a shy nature 
when evil-doers have to be unmasked, and wrongs made right. 


“The one book for girls that stands out this year is Miss Frances Armstrong’s 
A Girl's Loyalty.”—keview of Reviews. 


G. NORWAY 


: ; With 6 page Illustrations 
A True Cornish Maid. oe cae a al 


The heroine of the tale is sister to a young fellow who gets into trouble 
in landing a contraband cargo on the Cornish coast. In his extremity the 
girl stands by her brother bravely, and by means of her daring scheme he 
manages to escape. 

‘The success of the year has fallen, we think, to Mrs. Norway, whose 77we 
C ornish Mfaid is really an admirable piece of work.” —Reviezw of Reviews. 
(18) 


From A MYSTERY OF ST. RULE’S 


——_— “— 


- ? 
5 OE RISES ogee RE AR 


By ETHEL F. HEDDLE (See page 17) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


ROSA MULHOLLAND (apy cizBerT 
The Girls of Banshee Castle, Wit? © Mus 


trations by 
JOHN H. Bacon. Cloth, 3s. 62 Mew Edition. 


Three girls, with an old governess, migrate from Kensington to the 
West of Ireland. Belonging as they do to ‘‘the ould family”’, the girls 
are made heartily welcome in the cabins of the peasantry, where they 
learn many weird and curious tales from the folk-lore of the district. An 
interesting plot runs through the narrative, but the charm of the story lies 
in its happy mingling of Irish humour and pathos. 


**TIs told with grace, and brightened by a knowledge of Irish folk-lore, making it 
a perfect present for a girl in her teens.” — 772th. 


A Girl’s Story of Herself. With 6 full-page 


= Giannetta *  Tllustrations by LOCKHART BOGLE. 3s. 


The story of a changeling who is suddenly transferred to the position of 
arich English heiress. She develops into a good and accomplished woman, 
and has gained too much love and devotion to be a sufferer by the surrender 
of her estates. 


ANNIE E. ARMSTRONG 


: ) : With 6 full-page Illus- 
Violet Vereker’s Vanity. te oat hace 


HAMMOND, R.I. 35. 6d. 


The heroine was an excellent girl in most respects. But she had one 
small weakness, which expressed itself in a snobbish dislike of her neigh- 
bours, the Sugdens, whose social position she deemed beneath her own. In 
the end, however, the girl acknowledged her folly, with results which are 
sure to delight the reader. 


‘A book for girls that we can heartily recommend, for it is bright, sensible, and 
witr aright tone of thought and feeling. ”"—Shefield Independent. 


ALICE CORKRAN 
Margery Merton’s Girlhood. 


tions by GORDON BROWNE. 3s. 6d. 


With 6 full- 
page Illustra- 


The experiences of an orphan girl who in infancy is left by her father—an 
officer in India—to the care of an elderly aunt residing near Paris. The 
accounts of the various persons who have an after influence on the story are 
singularly vivid. 

“ Margery Merton's Girlhood isa piece of true literature, as dainty as it is deli- 
cate, and as sweet as it is simple.” — Wo van’'s World. 
(29) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


ELIZA F. POLLARD 


With 4 Illustrations by JAMES 
For the Red Rose. 52 4 Uustratie 


A gipsy finds a little girl in the forest of Wimbourne, after the sacking 
of the castle by the VYorkists. He carries her to the camp and she is 
adopted by the tribe. The story tells how, when some years later Mar- 
garet of Anjou and her son are wrecked on the coast of England, the gipsy 
girl follows the fortunes of the exiled queen, and by what curious chain of 
events her own origin is discovered. 


‘‘This is a good story, and of special interest to lovers of historical romance.” 


MRS. E. J. LYSAGHT 


Brother and Sister: ‘2 © page Illustrations by 


GORDON BROWNE. 3s. 6d. 

A story showing, by the narrative of the vicissitudes and struggles of a 
family which has ‘‘ come down in the world ”’, and of the brave endeavours 
of its two younger members, how the pressure of adversity is mitigated by 
domestic affection, mutual confidence, and hopeful honest effort. 


‘* A pretty story, and well told. The plot is cleverly constructed, and the moral is 
excellent.”—A thence2s. 


ANNE BEALE 
The Heiress of Courtleroy. 


T. C. H. CASTLE. 55. 


Mimica, tte heroine, comes to England as an orphan, and is coldly 

received by her uncle. The girl has a brave nature, however, and succeeds 

_in saving the estate from ruin and in reclaiming her uncle from the misan- 
thropical disregard of his duties as a landlord. 


‘‘One of the very best of girl’s books we have seen.” —Sheffield Telegraph. 


SARAH TYTLER 
A Loyal Little Maid. With 4 page Illustrations by 


PautL HARDY. 2s. 6d. 


With 8 full-page 
Illustrations by 


This pretty story is founded on a romantic episode of Mar’s rebellion. 
A little girl has information which concerns the safety of her father in hid- 
ing, and this she firmly refuses to divulge to a king’s officer. She is lodged 
in the Tolbooth, where she finds a boy champion, whom in future years she 
rescues in Paris from the lettre de cachet which would bury him in the Bastille. 


*‘ Has evidently been a pleasure to write, and makes very enjoyable reading.” 
—Literature. 
(21) 


From THE FAIRCLOUGH FAMILY 


By Mrs. HENRY CLARKE (See page 24) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


P~: 


GERALDINE MOCKLER 
The Four Miss Whittingtons: @.20°° 8 


Girls. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by CHARLES M. SHELDON. 5s. 


This story tells how four sisters, left alone in the world, went to London 
to seek their fortunes. They had between them £400, and this they re- 
solved to spend on training themselves for the different careers for which 
they were severally most fitted. On their limited means this was hard 
work, but their courageous experiment was on the whole very successful. 


‘“‘A story of endeavour, industry, and independence of spirit.” —HWordd. 


ALICE STRONACH 


ns : With 6 full-page Illus- 
A Newnham Friendship. jitions by tanowp 
COPPING. 35. 6d. 


A sympathetic description of life at Newnham College. After the tripos 
excitements, some of the students leave their dream-world of study and 
talk of ‘‘cocoas” and debates and athletics to begin their work in the real 
world. Men students play their part in the story, and in the closing 
chapters it is suggested that marriage has its place in a girl graduate’s life. 


‘‘ Foremost among all the gift-books suitable for school-girls this season stands Miss 
Alice Stronach’s A Newnham Friendship.”—Daily Graphic. 


BESSIE MARCHANT 


The Secret of the Everglades, 4 (ss 
rations by A. 
A. DIXON. 2s. 6d. 


The father of the Osneys is supposed to have been killed whilst trapping 
in the Everglades of Florida. The family organize a series of expeditions 
to search for their father; but the secret of the swamp is hard to solve, 
and the end of the book is reached before the mystery is made clear. 


‘fA fresh and original story of incident and adventure in the mysterious Florida 
swamps. An excellent and engrossing story.”—St. Fasmes’s Gazette. 


—~Three Girls on a Ranch: een of New 
Mexico. With 4 


page Illustrations by W. E. WEBSTER. 2s. 6d. 


The Lovell family emigrate from England to New Mexico, where they 
settle on a ranch. Mr. Lovell is delicate and unfit for farming, but the 
three eldest girls take upon themselves the burden of working the ranch. 
They have adventures of a pertlous kind, and the story of their mishaps 
and how they overcame them is throughout both exciting and stimulating. 

**A story with a fresh, bright theme, well handled.”— Nottingham Guardian. 
“A rousing book for young people.” —Quxeex. 
(23) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


SSS eS SS nn A 


MRS. HENRY CLARKE 


— 


With 6 Illustrations by 
G. D. HAMMOND, R.1. 


The Fairclough Family. 


Cloth, 3s. 6d. 


It was matter for amazement when Ronald Hammersley fell in love 
with Kathy Fairclough, who was considered a blue-stocking, instead of 
with her younger sister Nell, whom Mrs. Hammersley had chosen for 
him. Why Mrs. Hammersley desired her wealthy stepson to marry one 
of Dr. Fairclough’s penniless daughters was a secret. How the secret 
becanie known, and nearly wrecked the happiness of Kathy and Ronald, 
is told in the story. But all ends well, and to the sound of marriage bells. 


‘* One of those stories which all girls enjoy.” —Wordd. 


M. CALLWELL 


° : : Illustrated by H. COPPING. 
A Little Irish Girl. [ev 


An orphaned family inherit a small property on the coast of Clare. The 
two youngest members of the party have some thrilling adventures in their 
western home. They encounter seals, smugglers, and a ghost, and lastly, 
by most startling means, they succeed in restoring their eldest brother to 
his rightful place as heir to the ancestral estates. 


‘*Sure to prove of thrilling interest to both boys and girls.”—Literary World. 


EK. EVERETT-GREEN 


Miriam’s Ambition. with Illustrations. 25. 6d 


Miriam’s ambition is to make someone happy, and her endeavour carries 
with it a train of incident, solving a mystery which had thrown a shadow 
over several lives. A charming foil to her grave elder sister is to be found 
in Miss Babs, a small coquette of five, whose humorous child-talk is so 
attractive. 


“Miss Everett-Green’s children are real British boys and girls, not small men 
and women. Babs is a charming little one.”—Liverpool Mercury. 


HMMA LESLIE 


? , A Tale of Saxon England. With 
Gytha : Message *  Tllustrations. 25. 6d. 


We get a glimpse of the stirring events taking place at that period; and 
both boys and girls will delight to read of the home life of Hilda and 
Gytha, and of the brave deeds of the impulsive Gurth and the faithful 
Leofric. 

“This is a charmingly told story. It ms che sort of book that all girls and some 
boys like, and can only get good from.” —Fournal of Education. 
(24) 


Blackie & Son’s 
Finely Illustrated Books for 
Children 


STEWART ORR-—JOHN BRYMER 


: Pictures by STEWART 
‘Two Merry Mariners. face Sige Ss Sate 


BRYMER. Cover design and 24 pages in full colour. Picture 
boards, cloth back, 6s. 

This delightful volume tells in picture and verse how Dick and his 
friend the Hare sailed to the Downy Isle, the adventures they met with in 
that strange country, their encounter with the Dragon, and their remark- 
able voyage home. Mr. Orr exhibits in these designs a rare combination 
of humorous invention with brilliant draughtsmanship and command of 
colour, and the author supports him with a series of racy verses. 


‘* The illustrations are masterpieces of drollery.”—A7auchester Courier. 
‘<The verses are very funny and original.” — Word. 


JOHN HASSALL—CLIFTON BING- 
HAM 
Six and ‘Twenty Boys and Girls, jicturss by 


JOHN Has- 
SALL; Verses by CLIFTON BINGHAM. 25 pages in full colour, 
and 24 pages of letterpress. Picture boards, 9 inches by 11% 
inches, cloth back, 3s. 6¢@.; also cloth elegant, 55. 

Most of us know some at least of the little girls and boys portrayed by 
Mr. Hassall in this amusing picture-book. As depicted with Mr. Hassall’s 
inimitable skill, and described in humorous verse by Mr. Bingham, they 
may challenge comparison with the classic Struwwelpeter. Each picture 


is not only attractive and amusing in itself, but furnishes a hint of virtues 
to be imitated or faults to be avoided. 


** Exactly hits the mark.” —Sco¢sman. 
‘* A most original picture-book.”—Weorld. 


MRS. PERCY DEARMER 


Roundabout Rhymes With 20 full-page Illustra- 


tions in colour by Mrs. 
PERCY DEARMER. Imperial 8vo, cloth extra, 25. 6d. 
A charming volume of verses and colour pictures for little folk—rhymes 
and pictures about most of the everyday events of nursery life. 
‘* The best verses written for children since Stevenson’s Child's Garden.” 
—The Guardian. 
(25) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


STEWART ORR—JOHN BRYMER 


: . Pictures by STEWART 
Gammon and Spinach : oe ase ee 


BRYMER. Cover design and 24 pages in Full-Colour. Picture 
boards, cloth back, 6s. 


In Gammon and Spinach Mr. Stewart Orr has produced a picture-book 
unique of its kind. Nothing could be more droll than the situations in 
which he represents the frog, the pig, the mouse, the elephant, and the 
other well-known characters who appear in his pages. Little folk will 
find in these pictures a source of endless delight, and the artistic skill 
which they display will have a special appeal to children of an older 
growth. 

“Merry and handsome enough to make thousands of friends among little folk, 
what with its original verses and its amusing pictures.”—Literary World. 


‘“The book should attain a wide popularity in the nursery.” —JZorning Post. 


H. B. NEILSON-—-JOHN BRYMER 


Illustrated by HARRY B. 
Games and Gambols. NEILSON; with Verses by 


JOHN BRYMER. 26 pages in colour, and 24 pages of letterpress. 
Picture boards, 9 inches by 11% inches, cloth back, 2s. 6a.; also 
cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 


Mr. Neilson surpasses himself in these irresistible colour pictures repre- 
senting the animal world at play. The great test match between the Lions 
and the Kangaroos, Mrs. Mouse’s Ping-Pong Party, Mr. Bruin playing 
Golf, Towser’s Bicycle Tour, and the Kittens vw. Bunnies Football Match, 
are a few among the many droll subjects illustrated in this amusing and 
original series. 


‘Mr. Neilson has a positive genius for making animals comic.”—Acadesmy. 
‘€ Children will revel in his work.” —Dazly Graphic. 


FRED SMITH 


; A Natural History for Little 
The Anima! Book. Folk. With a Coloured Frontis- 


piece and 34 full-page Illustrations by Fk. SPECHT. Crown quarto, 
11% inches by 9% inches, picture boards, cloth back, 2s. 6d. 


This book consists of a series of bright and instructive sketches of the 
better-known wild beasts, describing their appearance, character and habits, 
and the position they hold in the animal kingdom. The text is printed in 
a large, clear type, and is admirably illustrated with powerful, realistic 
pictures of the various creatures in their native state by that eminent animal 
artist F’. Specht. 


**A work of the greatest value to the young.” —astern Morning News. 
( 26) 


Krom SIX AND TWENTY BOYS AND GIRLS 


By JOHN HASSALL—CLIFTON BINGHAM (Sce page 25) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


OUR DARLING'S FIRST BOOK 


Bright Pictures and Easy Lessons for 
Little Folk Quarto, 10% inches by 734 inches, picture 


boards, Is.; cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 


An interesting and instructive picture lesson-book for very little folk. 
Beginning with an illustrated alphabet of large letters, the little reader goes 
forward by easy stages to word-making, reading, counting, writing, and 
finally to the most popular nursery rhymes and tales. 


‘“The very perfection of a child’s alphabet and spelling-book.”—S¢. Fames’s Budget. . 


ELLINOR DAVENPORT ADAMS 


; | With a Frontispiece and 28 Illustrations 
Those Twins "by S. B. PEARSE. Cloth elegant, 2s. 6d. 


— —~ Two little rogues are the twins, Horatio and Tommy; but loyal-hearted 
and generous to boot, and determined to resist the stern decree of their 
aunt that they shall forsake the company of their scapegrace grown-up 
cousin Algy. So they deliberately set to work to ‘‘reform” the scape- 
grace; and succeed so well that he wins back the love of his aunt, and 
delights the twins by earning a V.C. in South Afnica. 


‘‘A merry story for young and old.” — Word. 


A. B. ROMNEY 


: ; With 37 Illustrations by ROBERT 
Little Village Folk. 77th 37 lust. 


A series of delightful stories of Irish village children. Miss Romney 
opens up a new field in these beautiful little tales, which have the twofold 
charm of humour and poetic feeling. 


“A story-book that will be welcomed wherever it makes its way.” — Literary World. 


MY NEW STORY-BOOK 


Stories, Verses, and Pictures for the 


: 290 pages, of which 48 are in colour. 
Little Ones. Ae aap 


A treasury of entertainment forthe nursery. The contents are extremely 
varied both as regards the text and the illustrations, and carefully designed 
to meet the tastes of the little ones. The many bright colour pictures will 
be in themselves a never-failing source of delight. 


‘A fascinating little volume, well filled with stories and quaint and pretty illus- 
trations,” —Guardian. 
(28) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


- 


STORIES BY GEORGE MAC DONALD 


(NEW AND UNIFORM EDITION) 


A Rough Shaking. With 12 page Illustrations by W. 


PARKINSON. Crown 8vo, cloth 
elegant, 35. 6d. 

Clare, the hero of the story, is a boy whose mother is killed at his side by 
the fall of a church during an earthquake. The kindly clergyman and his 
wife, who adopt him, die while he is still very young, and he is thrown upon 
the world a second time. The narrative of his wanderings is full of interest 
and novelty, the boy’s unswerving honesty and his passion for children and 
animals leading him into all sorts of adventures. He works on a farm, sup- 
ports a baby in an old deserted house, finds employment in a menagerie, 
becomes a bank clerk, is kidnapped, and ultimately discovers his father on 
board the ship to which he has been conveyed. 


At the Back of the North Wind, "75 


Illustra- 
tions by ARTHUR HUGHES, and a Frontispiece by LAURENCE HOUS- 
MAN. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 


“In Aft the Back of the North Wind we stand with one foot in fairyland and one on 
common earth. The story is thoroughly original, full of fancy and pathos.”— The Tzivzes, 


Ranald Bannerman’s Boyhood, Wi) 30 tis 
trations by 
ARTHUR HUGHES. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 


“Dr. Mac Donald has a real understanding of boy nature, and he has in consequence 
written a capital story, judged from their stand-point, with a true ring all through which 
ensures its success.” — 7he Spectator. 


: : With 30 Illustra- 
The Princess and the Goblin. Lipson 


HUGHES, and a Frontispiece by LAURENCE HOUSMAN. Crown 8vo, 
cloth elegant, 35. 62. 

Jn the sphere of fantasy George Mac Donald has very few equals, and his 
rare touch of many aspects of life invariably gives to his stories a deeper mean- 
ing of the highest value. His Pr7vcess and Goblin exemplifies both gifts. A 
fine thread of allegory runs through the narrative of the adventures of the 
young miner, who, amongst other marvellous experiences, finds his way into 
the caverns of the gnomes, and achieves a final victory over them. 


The Princess and Curdie With Frontispiece and 


30 = Illustrations by 
HELEN STRATTON. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 
A sequel to The Princess and the Goblin, tracing the history of the young 


miner and the princess after the return of the latter to her father’s court, where 
more terrible foes have to be encountered than the grotesque earth-dwellers. 
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“A PICTURE. BOOK OF 
O NURSERY STORIES 


SOME CHILDREN’S PICTURE-BOOKS (See page 32) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


————— CS I... eee rm ee eae es 


NEW ‘“*GRADUATED” SERIES 


With coloured frontispiece and black-and-white illustrations 


—— 


O child of six or seven should have any difficulty in reading and 

understanding wzazded the pretty stories in the 6d. series. In the 

gd. series the language used is slightly more advanced, but is well within 

the capacity of children of seven and upwards, while the 1s. series is de- 

signed for little folk of somewhat greater attainments. Ifthe stories are 

read fo and not dy children, it will be found that the 6d. 9d. and is. series 
are equally suitable for little folk of all ages. 


“GRADUATED” STORIES AT A SHILLING 


Holidays at Sunnycroft. By ANNIE S. Swan. New Edition. 
At Lathom’s Siege. By SARAH TYTLER. 

Fleckie. By BrESSIE MARCHANT. 

Elsie Wins. By ELLINOR DAVENPORT ADAMS. 

Bears and Dacoits. By G. A. HENTY. 

Crusoes of the Frozen North. By Dr. GORDON STABLES. 
A Saxon Maid. By Eviza F. PoOLLaRDb. 

Uncle Bob. By MEREDITH FLETCHER. 

Jack of Both Sides. By FLORENCE COOMBE. 

Do Your Duty! By G. A. HENTY. 

Terry. By Rosa MULHOLLAND (Lady Gilbert). 


“GRADUATED” STORIES AT NINEPENCE 


Gipsy Dick. By Mrs. HENRY CLARKE. 

Two to One. By FLORENCE COOMBE. 
Cherrythorpe Fair. By MaBeL MACKNESS. 

Little Greycoat. By ELLINOR DAVENPORT ADAMS. 
Tommy’s Trek. By BEsSSIE MARCHANT. 

That Boy Jim. By Mrs. HENRY CLARKE. 

The Adventures of Carlo. By KATHARINE TYNAN. 
The Shoeblack’s Cat. By W. L. ROOPER. 

Three Troublesome Monkeys. By A. B. ROMNEY. 
The Little Red Purse. By JENNIE CHAPPELL. 


“GRADUATED” STORIES AT SIXPENCE 


Hi-Tum, Ti-Tum, and Scrub, By JENNIE CHAPPELL. 
Edie’s Adventures. By GERALDINE MOCKLER. 

Two Little Crusoes. By A. B. ROMNEY. 

The Lost Doll. By JENNIE CHAPPELL. 

Bunny and Furry. By GERALDINE MOCKLER. 

Bravest of Alf, By MABEL MACKNESS. 

Winnie’s White Frock. By JENNIE CHAPPELL. 

Lost Toby. By M. S. Haycrart. 

A Boy Cousin. By GERALDINE MOCKLER. 

Travels of Fuzz and Buzz. By GERALDINE MOCKLER. 
Teddy’s Adventures. By Mrs. HENRY CLARKE, 
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BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


NEW CHILDREN’S PICTURE-BOOKS 


Each of these books contains many full-page and other illustrations, a number 
of which are in colour. The text is printed in bold type, and comprises 
bright and humorous stories and rhymes, specially written for the purpose. 


IN DOORS AND OUT | STORY-BOOK TIME 


Each contains 38 colour pages, over 4o full-page black-and-white 
Illustrations, and a large number of Vignettes. Quarto, 10% 
inches by 734 inches, picture boards, 2s. 6@. each; cloth, gilt 
edges, 3s. 6d@. each. 


TWO SHILLING SERIES 
Ouarto, 10% inches by 734 inches 


Faithful Friends. Arm-chair Stories. 
My Book of Nursery Stories. My Very Own Picture-Book. 
My Very Best Book. Cosy Corner Stories. 


Our Darling’s First Book 


‘Twenty pages in colour. Cloth, gilt edges, 25.; picture boards, Is. 


EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES 
Cloth, 5% inches by 6% inches 
My Pretty Picture-Book. | Sunbeams. 


SIXPENNY SERIES 
Quarto, 10% cnches by 734 inches 


Bow-Wow Picture-Book. As Nice as Nice Can Be. 
Cats and Kits. Round the Mulberry Bush, 
Friends at the Farm. Little Rosebud. 

Once upon a Time. For My Little Darling. 
Long, Long Ago. For Dolly and Me. 

Fairy Tales for Little Folk. My Own Story-Book. 
Smiles and Dimples. Play-time Pictures. 

Little Bright-Eyes. Bed-time Stories. 

For Kittie and Me. For Little Chicks. 


The cover and seven pages in colour. Picture boards. 


ONE SHILLING SCRIPTURE SERIES 
Picture boards. Quarto, 10% inches by 734 inches 


Stories from the Life of Christ 
Twenty pages in colour. Picture boards, Is.; cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 


SIXPENNY SCRIPTURE SERIES 


Glad Tidings | The Good Shepherd | Gentle Jesus 
(32) 


